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Water  is  a  word. 
The  stream  is  a  phrase. 
The  river  is  a  sentence. 
The  lake  is  a  paragraph. 
And  the  sea  is  a  page. 

Land  is  the  cover. 
The  forests  are  words  on  it. 
The  people  are  the  author. 
The  great  eagle  is  the  illustrator. 
And  the  flower  is  the  border. 

This  Earth  is  the  book. 


Andrea  Leep 
Manhattan  Christian 
Manhattan  -  Grade  9 
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The  Dinosaur  Race 

Coley  Stroud 
Meadowlark  Elementary 
Billings  -  Grade  2 


Once  upon  a  time  four  dinosaurs  had  a  race.  Four  and  only  four  were  picked.  One  of  them  was 
Rex,  then  Brontosaurus  and  Pteranodon  and  the  last  one  was  Stegosaurus.  Each  of  them  were 
bragging  powerfully,  "I'm  the  fastest  so  I  must  win."  But  one  thing  was  wrong... Little 
Pteranodon  was  afraid  to  run  in  the  race.  She  thought  she  was  too  little  and  too  slow  and  that 
she  would  lose.  But  she  was  brave,  and  she  always  wanted  to  perform  in  a  race.  So  every  day 
the  dinosaurs  would  go  to  the  gym  to  work  out.  That  was  not  a  good  idea.  Stegosaurus  kept  on 
pulling  his  muscles.  Brontosaurus  kept  on  dropping  the  weights  on  his  tail.  Rex  was  the 
worst.  Every  time  he  lost  some  fat,  he  got  hungry  again  and  ate.  Pteranodon  was  doing  just 
right.  It  was  the  day  before  the  race.  Every  one  went  to  bed  early,  and  got  a  good  night's  sleep. 
The  day  of  the  race  everyone  zoomed  to  the  track.  Bang!  Everyone  started  to  cheer  for  the 
dinosaurs.  Down  the  aisle  there  was  some  beautiful  grass.  Brontosaurus  thought  such  good 
grass  should  not  be  wasted.  So  Brontosaurus  stopped  for  a  snack  so  he  was  way  behind. 
During  the  race  Rex  got  kind  of  hungry.  Oh,  oh,  chomp!  He  took  a  bite  out  of  little 
Pteranodon's  leg.  "Ouch,"  she  cried.  So  she  had  to  fly.  Going  around  the  track  made 
Stegosaurus  dizzy  Oh,  oh!  He  twisted  his  tail  and  his  spikes  got  stuck  in  the  ground.  He 
didn't  win  either.  So  Brontosaurus  lost  and  Stegosaurus  lost  and  that  just  left  Rex  and 
Pteranodon.  People  said  that  Pteranodon  looked  like  a  bolt  of  lightning.  But  then  Rex  roared 
the  most  powerful  roar.  All  the  dinosaurs  froze  and  didn't  even  blink.  It  was  a  trick.  But 
guess  what,  it  didn't  scare  Pteranodon.  She  kept  on  flying  and  flying.  Rex  got  terribly  mad. 
Oh  was  Pteranodon  in  for  it!  Rex  ran  as  fast  as  he  could, 
but  it  was  no  use.  He  just  had  to  give  up,  and  he 
did.  Zoom,  zoom,  zoom.  Pteranodon 
went  around  the  track. 

Hardly  anyone 


could  believe  it. 
"Pteranodon  the  king!"  said 
the  other  Pteranodons.  The 
Pteranodons  were  so 
happy  they  threw 
their  hats  and 
little  scraps  of  3$ 
paper  in  the  air.  ^ 
Ha  ha  ha!  They  laughed  at  the 
Brontosauruses,  especially  the  one 


who  got  hungry.  They  laughed  at  the 
Stegosauruses,  and  the  one  who  got  his  tail  stuck 
in  the  ground.  Most  of  all  they  were  laughing  at 
the  Tyrannosaurus  Rexes  and  the  one  who  gave  up. 
The  winner  is  Pteranodon! 
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Jeff  Sattler 
Wolf  Creek  School 
Wolf  Creek  -  Grade  5 


Butterflies 

Pink,  brilliant  blues,  deep  purples,  bright  greens, 
bright  yellow,  dark  brown,  black. 


Wings  of  pattern. 
Some  are  big. 
Some  are  little. 
Some  have  long  wing  spans. 
Some  have  short  wing  spans. 
Suckling  nectar, 
Pollinating  flowers 
Fluttering  wings 
Unfolding  wings. 

Tiger  Swallow  Tails,  Common  White,  Painted 
Lady,  Giant  Swallow  Tails, 
Red  Admiral,  Buck  eyed,  Chock  Winged, 
Checker  Spot,  Fluted  Swallow  Tail,  Zebra 
Swallow  Tail,  Black  Swallow  Tail, 
Monarchs,  Morning  Cloaks. 


Matthew  Stewart 
Lewis  and  Clark 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  2 


Stroud 
a 

t 

t 

Allen 
e 

Stewart 


When  I  am  100  old 
I  want  to  be  with 
my  bulldog,  parrot, 
flinging  sea  shells 
and  sea  rocks. 

Jeffrey  Allen 
Radley  School 
East  Helena  -  Grade  1 


-  Chris  Anderson 
Radley  School 
East  Helena  -  Grade  3 


Anderson 
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A  Field  of  Flowers 

Katie  McCulloch 
Central  Heights  Elementary 
Billings  -  Grade  4 


In  a  field,  a  distant  field,  there  is  a  vale  of  flowers 
Some  may  be 

Tangling  weeds 

But  watch  them  I  could  for  hours 

There  are  many  flowers  in  this  world 
Different  in  color,  shape,  and  size 
Some  are  poison  but  lure  you  with  a  beautiful  disguise 
Some  are  healers,  but  many  because  of 
color,  shape,  and  size  are  ignored — 
or  worse,  against  a  wall  hurled 
Some  accomplish  something  great 
Some  do  nothing  at  all 

But  most  important  of  all 
Most  try 

Are  we  not  all  like  a  field  of  flowers? 
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Nelson-Daniels 


Hills 

Neoma  Nelson-Daniels 
Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  10 

Sometimes  I  live  alone  in 

my  own  little  world 
And  worry  my  own  little 

worries 
Laugh  my  little  laugh  as 

everyone  does. 
I  can  sit  in  cars  for  hours 

and  watch  the  rolling 

hills 
Slip  by  my  body 
But  then  doesn't  everyone? 

I  too  feel  the  kinship  of 

those  hills, 
Those  rocks  and  lichens. 
I  smell  the  food  that  others 

gathered 
From  these  selfsame  fields 
While  my  body  waits  in  bus, 

or  car,  or 
on  wet  grass. 


Barbara  Hout 
Sunburst  Elementary 
Sunburst  -  Grade  4 


I  know  those  people  and  where  they  lived 
And  died 

For  I  was  those  people  in  the  pictures 
That  are  painted  in  the  earth. 
In  those  hills  I  run  on 
Through  hills  of  love  and  life. 


Nature's  Song 

Jill  Delsigne 
Clancy  Elementary 
Clancy  -  Grade  6 

I  stand  in  the  stillness  of  the 

night, 
The  sky  is  darkening, 
And  the  evening  orchestra 

begins. 

Softly  the  crickets  begin  the 

violins, 
Brilliant  golds,  reds,  purples 

and  pinks  shower  the  sky, 


Delsigne 


The  fireflies  begin  to  fly, 
The  wind  rustles  the  trees, 
The  owl  hoots  in  octave  keys, 
The  stars  appear  in  the 

heavens, 
One  by  one,  seven  by  sevens, 
Soon  millions  are  there. 
It's  hard  not  to  stare. 
And  then  it's  quiet, 


No  more  of  the  daytime  riot. 
Peaceful,  calm,  tranquil, 
Except  for  the  gurgling  rill 
Which  is  alive  as  yet, 
Joyfully  wet 

As  it  shares  happiness  gladly, 
As  it  washes  over  me. 
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Just  Me 

Lisa  Anderson 
Glasgow  High  School 
Glasgow  -  Grade  11 

Their  door  is  shut, 

it  is  time  to  make  my  move. 

I  tiptoe  on  worn  carpet  through  blackness, 
Straining  to  recall  every  piece  of  furniture, 
wary  of  the  squeaky  La-Z-Boy. 

I  slip  through  the  screen  door, 

sprint  around  the  sleeping  house 
to  my  secret  backyard  haven. 

The  startled  Golden  Retriever  barks  once 

before  I  flip  him  the  milk  bone  and  give  him  a  pat. 

Grass  is  a  carpet  of  emerald  that  hugs  close 
and  comforts  me. 

I  lend  an  ear  to  the  crickets'  song  whose  melody  wanders 
through  my  clearing  mind. 

Damp  dew  moistens  my  cheek  with  a  sweet  kiss  of  welcome. 

Scents  of  freshly  cut  blades  linger 
through  the  midnight  air. 

Scintillating  stars  calm  my  heart 

trying  to  stop  its  incessant  pounding. 

No  screams,  no  hitting,  no  scratching,  no  family, 

Just  me.  Patricia  Wood 

Great  Falls  High  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  12 
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A  Day  in  the  Life  of  a  Cloud 

Charles  Morigeau 
St.  Ignatius  Middle  School 
St.  Ignatius  -  Grade  7 

A  cloud  rolls  over  a  cold-blooded 
killer  called  a  mountain.  The 
mountain  stabs  the  cloud  with  its 
sharp  peaks.  The  cloud  screams 
in  pain  with  a  thunderous  voice. 
It  drips  cold,  clear  blood  that 
enriches  the  mountain  soil. 
When  the  cloud  moves  on  its 
way  east,  it  breaks  into  smaller 
little  clouds.  They  will  meet 
the  same  fate  as  their  mother. 

As  the  clouds  move  on,  the 
mountain  waits  for  another.  Right 
now  it  has  the  clear  blood  of  the  first. 

No  one  knows  how  dangerous  it  is  to 

be  a  cloud. 


Jesse  Lauden 
Clancy  School 
Clancy  -  Grade  3 


AGING 

Bob  Elkins 

Three  Forks  High  School 
Three  Forks  -  Grade  9 


Its  veins  flow  through  its  emerald  green 
body,  pumping  life  throughout  its 
spade  shaped  body. 

The  unmarked  pattern  of  shape  and  soul 
ever  so  gently  flutters  to  the  already 
leaf  covered  ground. 
The  days  pass,  the  wind  blows  and 
the  brittle  pattern  of  the  once 
soft  and  smooth  leaf  is  now 
texturized  and  has  an  alarming  feeling 
to  the  dust  colored  skeleton. 


e 


0^ 
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Two  Precious  Gifts 

Brian  Hall 
Broadwater  High  School 
Townsend  -  Grade  12 

I  gazed  into  the  mirror 
and  thought  to  myself, 
"Why  didn't  God  make 
me  like  all  the  other  boys?" 

I  can't  run,  I  can't  walk 
I  can't  hear,  I  can't  talk 
I  can't  dance,  I  can't  stand 
I  can't  even  hold  up  my  hand. 

What  God  did  give  me  are 
a  pair  of  eyes  and  with 
them  I  can  visualize. 

I  can  run,  I  can  walk 
I  can  hear,  I  can  talk 
I  can  dance,  I  can  stand 
I  can  hold  up  my  hand 


I  can  do  more  than  most 

boys  because  God  gave 

me  two  precious  eyes  so 

Steve  Hinderer 

I  can  see  things  and  visualize. 

{ 

Culbertson  High  School 

i 

Culbertson  -  Grade  12 

Statues 

Jessi  Larson 

C.  R.  Anderson  Middle  School 
Helena  -  Grade  8 

Statues 

look  like  they  are  smiling, 
or  if 

they  may  be  mourning 
their  stone  souls 
travel  to  a  place 
where  no  one  else 
may  enter. 
Their  cold  eyes 
tell  a  story 

that  only  they  may  know. 
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THE  RAINMAKER 

Ryan  Richards 
Willow  Creek  High 
Willow  Creek  -  Grade  11 

Things  were  looking  bleak  for  Ken's 
village.  There  had  been  no  rain  for 
nearly  a  month  and  the  crops  were 
dying.  The  corn  was  withered,  the  tobacco 
was  dried  and  worthless,  and  the  hemp  was 
barely  a  foot  tall  and  barely  clinging  to  life. 
The  hemp  was  the  most  important  crop  of  all; 
from  it  the  village  obtained  clothing  and  rope, 
and  the  stalks  were  used  to  build  their  sturdy 
huts.  But  most  importantly,  the  hemp  was 
traded  to  nomads  from  the  north  for  tools, 
weapons,  and  fresh  meat.  If  the  hemp  died, 
the  village  died. 

The  Rainmaker  had  tried  everything  from 
praying  and  dancing  till  he  collapsed  with 
exhaustion,  to  sacrificing  sheep  and  dogs  to 
Donal,  the  maker  and  destroyer  of  all  the 
earth.  At  this  very  minute  the  Rainmaker 
was  on  a  vision  quest,  to  see  if  there  was 
some  way  the  village  could  appease  Donal. 
To  achieve  this  the  Rainmaker  ate  the  largest 
peyote  button  that  could  be  found  and  then  he 
sat,  staring  blankly  at  the  statue  of  Donal  for 
days. 

The  rest  of  the  village  waited  for  his 
return  with  an  apprehensive  uneasiness.  The 
last  time  that  there  had  been  a  drought 
nearly  fifty  seasons  ago,  a  terrible  thing  had 
happened.  A  human  sacrifice  had  had  to  be 
made.  Ken  could  imagine  nothing  more 
horrible  than  killing  another  human  being, 
but  from  the  stories  that  the  elders  told,  it 
had  brought  rain. 

As  Ken  sat  reflecting  on  this,  he  heard  the 
bell  signifying  a  gathering  of  the  village  toll 
in  its  deep  resonating  voice.  He  abruptly  rose 
and  made  his  way  to  the  center  of  the  village 
where  the  statue  of  Donal  was  located.  He 


was  greeted  by  the  rest  of  the  village — some 
fifty-odd  farmers,  their  wives,  and  children. 

Before  them  stood  the  statue  of  a  tall  man 
wearing  exotic  yellow  clothing  with  a  large 
mass  of  curly  red  hair.  On  his  pale  face  was  a 
large  red  grin  and  his  arms  were 
outstretched,  beckoning  one  to  embrace  him. 
The  statue  was  made  of  a  strange  material 
and  the  colors  were  faded  with  years  of 
exposure  to  the  elements.  On  the  base  of  the 
statue  in  bright  red  letters  was  the  word 
"Donal." 

The  Rainmaker  interrupted  Ken's 
thoughts  by  speaking  in  a  low  somber  voice, 
"Now  that  everyone  is  here,  it  is  my  solemn 
duty  to  inform  you  that  Donal  is  angry  with 
us.  The  only  way  that  he  can  be  appeased  is 
with  the  blood  of  an  innocent." 

A  mutual  gasp  ran  through  the  crowd. 
Mothers  tried  to  hide  their  children  behind 
them  while  the  Rainmaker  watched  on. 
Presently  he  produced  a  fistful  of  small  bones 
from  a  pouch  at  his  side  and  threw  them 
above  the  villagers.  Ken's  heart  sank  as  he 
realized  one  had  landed  at  his  feet.  He  would 
be  the  Rainmaker's  sacrifice  to  Donal.  Ken 
was  so  dazed  that  he  couldn't  even  struggle  as 
two  large  farmers  dragged  him  to  the  stone 
altar.  As  Ken  was  strapped  down,  the 
Rainmaker  began  to  chant  in  a  high,  mellow 
voice.   He  finished  his  song  and  focused  his 
attention  on  Ken. 

Ken  was  terrified  when  he  saw  the 
Rainmaker  advancing  with  a  stone  knife  in 
hand.  The  Rainmaker  approached  and  raised 
the  knife  over  Ken's  throat.  With  a  swift 
move  he  brought  it  down.  The  leering  face  of 
the  Rainmaker  was  the  last  thing  that  Ken 
saw. 

That  night  the  rains  were  the  heaviest 
that  the  village  had  ever  seen.  Heavy  drops 
pelted  centuries  old  mud  and  dirt  on  the 
statue  of  Donal.  Reluctantly  the  dirt  released 
its  grasp,  and  as  the  early  morning  sun  struck 
the  statue,  it  could  be  seen  that  the  statue 
had  never  said  Donal.  Under  the  rock  hard 
dirt  were  the  words:  "Welcome  To  McDonald's 
Play  Land." 
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Rodeo  Hand 

Rob  Crump 
St.  Ignatius  High  School 
St.  Ignatius  -  Grade  12 

I  left  skin  off  my  leg  on  a  chute  gate  in  Calgary. 
I  left  blood  in  the  dust  at  old  Cheyenne. 
I  left  some  of  my  hair  and  part  of  my  hand  in  Vegas, 
Where  I  picked  a  poor  place  to  land. 
I've  lived  on  less  than  minimum  wage. 
And  I've  learned  to  go  without  in  order  to  make  entry. 
I've  learned  to  give  it  my  all  every  time  I  leave  the  chute 
And  I've  worn  out  many  a  boot. 
I've  traveled  many  a  highway. 
And  I've  suffered  long  and  healed  slow, 
from  the  breaks  and  bruises  of  many  a  throw. 
So  to  you,  my  young  friend,  as  you  start  down  this  road, 
just  dust  yourself  whenever  you're  throwed. 
Get  back  in  that  truck  and  head  down  the  road. 


6  ^ 


Toby  Sauer 
Lewistown  Junior  High 
Lewistown  -  Grade  7 


Went  Up  the  Hill 

John  Kaleczyc 
Hawthorne  School 
Helena  -  Grade  2 

Cowboy  Bill  went  up  the  hill 
to  see  the  Indians  dance. 
Cowboy  Bill  came  down  the  hill 
with  arrows  in  his  pants! 
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Rain  Forest 

Kate  Holloway 
Morningstar  Elementary 
Bozeman  -  Grade  5 

Radiant  with  color 
Ancient  with  time 
Incredible  canopy 
Noises  of  wonderful  animals. 


E 

v 

Holloway 

n 


Fragrant  flowers  blooming  Like  a  gwamp>  cold  and  dark 

everywhere  Quiet  and  black, 

Oriental  birds  The  huge  camouflaged  forest. 

Rams,  spectacular  rams,  falling  Smelling  of  mud,  I  stalk 

from  the  heavens  Like  a  Uon  in  the  jungle 

Eye-catching  scenes  of  wonder                        _  a 

Scenery  beyond  belief                  g     A  I  m^^\      Justin  Opheim 


Opheim 


Triumphant  skies  above.  \\     ))  \[   jjjj    |f™t|i|   ||    ||  c^^GrldTl 
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A  Day  In  The  Life  Of  My  Grandfather 

Alison  Schmidt 
Target  Range  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  8 


Black.  Then  light  seeping  through,  but  I  don't  understand.  Light  flows  through  the  dark, 
what  is  going  on?  I'm  lying  in  a  bed,  some  room,  some  place  I  don't  know.  Now  it's  coming 
back,  this  is  my  home.  There  was  someplace  else  once,  but  it  was  so  long  ago  and  I  don't 
remember.  A  man  in  white  helps  me  out  of  bed.  I  can't  move  the  whole  right  side  of  my  body,  and 
I  can't  seem  to  stand  alone  either.  The  man  is  helping  me  on  with  my  sweater.  I  want  to  say 
something  but  I  can't  focus  on  what  I  want  to  say,  and  my  mouth  won't  form  the  words.  Oh  well, 
it  seems  like  too  much  effort  anyway.  I'll  just  rest.  The  man  settles  me  into  a  chair  with  wheels. 
Now  I  remember.  Today  I  get  to 
go  out.  Today  I  go  for  my  ride. 
The  man  is  saying  things,  noises 
flow  from  his  mouth,  but  the 
sounds  are  broken  and  distorted. 
A  woman  carrying  something 
comes  in.  What  is  she  holding?  A 
flat  tray  of  some  sort.  She  wants 
me  to  do  something,  but  I  don't 
understand  what.  Oh,  eat. 
That's  it.  I  lift  the  fork  up  to  my 
mouth  with  my  good  hand  and 
eat,  I  think  that's  what  I'm 
doing.  Things  are  so  unclear.  But 
I  don't  mind.  Now  I'm  wheeled 
out  into  the  hall  for  my  ride.  I 
get  to  see  my  friends,  I  don't 
know  their  names  well,  but 
they're  my  friends  and  they  don't 
mind.  Someone  is  helping  me  up. 
Oh,  the  van  is  here.  There  are  no 
flashing  lights  or  sounds.  There 
were  yesterday.  Yesterday  I  got 
there  and  they  gave  me 
something  to  drink.  After  that  I 
don't  remember  anything  except 
that  my  chest  was  sore.  There's 
the  brown  building.  There's  that 
thing  they  hook  me  up  to.  The 
time  goes  so  fast  when  these 
people  are  here  with  me.  They 
swab  my  chest  from  time  to  time, 
and  I  watch  a  picture  on  a 
screen.  The  van  is  here  again. 
Oh  I'm  so  tired.  Glad  to  see  my 
bed.  Not  a  bad  day  I  think,  I 
don't  really  remember.  Blackness 
seeping  through  the  light. 
Darkness  flooding  through.  Dark. 
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DuMont 


A  vine  is  a  letter  from  a  monkey 
If  you  find  a  green  vine, 
A  green,  long  vine, 
A  soft  and  strong  vine, 
It's  for  you! 
A  vine  is  a  letter  from  a  monkey. 

Doug  Hertz 
Charlo  Elementary 
Charlo  -  Grade  4 


E 
t 
t 

e 
r 


A  tooth  is  a  letter  from  a  lion. 
If  you  find  a  sharp  tooth, 
A  sharp,  white  tooth, 
A  big  and  lucky  tooth, 
It's  for  you! 

A  tooth  is  a  letter  from  a  lion. 

Robin  Bick 
Charlo  Elementary 
Charlo  -  Grade  4 


A  bloody  bone  is  a  letter  from  a  wolf. 

If  you  find  a  bloody  bone, 
A  bloody,  brown  bone, 
A  bumpy  and  gross  bone, 
It's  for  you! 

A  bloody  bone  is  a  letter  from  a  wolf. 

Drew  DuMont 
Charlo  Elementary 
Charlo  -  Grade  4 
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Snow 

drops  like  bombs 
From  the  bleak  skies 

They  come  one  by  one  to  create  an  army 
Sharp  pointed  little  weapons  called  flakes 


Angela  Holmes 
Shepherd  Junior  High 
Shepherd  -  Grade  8 


A 


Snow 


Tyler  Schlosser 
Jefferson  Elementary 
Glendive  -  Grade  2 


Zimny 

It  is  Snowing 

Carol  Zimny 
Whittier  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  3 


shifts  slowly  from  side  to  side 

from  the  faded  sky 

onto  the  middle 

of  the  webbed  metal  fence. 

Kira  Fercho 
Shepherd  Junior  High 
Shepherd  -  Grade  8 


H 

o 


F 

e 


Schlosser 


It  is  snowing.  When  it  snows  the  trees  kneel  and 
the  leaves  fall.  The  ground  is  white.  If  you  look 
carefully  you  just  might  see  fairy  dust  covering  it.  The 
fairies  come  down  in  their  crystal  gowns.  If  you  stand 
in  the  snow  they  dance  on  you.  When  the  wind  comes 
they  float  away. 

So  if  it  snows,  look  very  carefully,  you  just  might  see 
fairies. 


m 

c 

e 

h 

s 

0 
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chAQj 

Earth    qUaCeD  With  a  NgeR 


I  us  t*0  Cl//yD    t  RUMBLed 

STRUCTURE,  order  CrASh  Ed 
^J^^A  TAk/yVG  aXSO^EoPle:  LDWIS 

M/cH  T/zAt  flffismsdi  soj^cUre. 

SKristi  Wolff 

f  Circle  High  School 

-  fjU  Circle  -  Grade  12 

NO  EXIT 

Ryan  Lesman 
Canyon  Elementary 
Hungry  Horse  -  Grade  6 

Trapped. 
No  way  out. 
Everything  covered 
with  walls. 
Earth  is  a  jail, 
and  I've  got  99  years. 

I  Minimum  wage. 
I  No  shiny  car. 
I  No  gun. 
I  This  sucks. 


Justin  Emerson 
East  Middle  School 
Butte  -  Grade  7 


Hey!  L.A.  quake. 
No  homes. 
No  life. 

Where's  my  head? 
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Habits  of  the  Dog 

Bill  Wiens 
Central  School 
Helena  -  Grade  2 


The  dog  is  a  very  territorial  animal.  Most  dogs  go  pee  to 
mark  their  territory.  They  chase  cats  because  they 
want  cats  off  their  territory.  Guard  dogs  are  the  most 
territorial.  Guard  dogs  guard  places  like  a  fence. 

The  dog  is  a  fast  runner.  My  dog  can  run  twenty-five 
miles  per  hour.  My  dog  runs  with  my  dad  every  Saturday  on 
the  waterline. 

Most  dogs  can  smell  two  miles.  Some  dogs  can  smell  a 
scent  six  weeks  after  it  is  made. 

When  a  dog  pants  it  looks  like  it  is  breathing  in  and  out  its 
mouth.  But  really  it  is  breathing  in  its  nose  and  out  its 
mouth.  The  dog  breathes  in  its  nose  in  order  to  cool  off.  The 
hot  air  goes  out  its  mouth  because  if  it  breathed  out  its  nose  it 
would  get  hot  again. 

Dogs  are  very  useful  to  humans.  Some  dogs  can  help  blind 
people.  Others  can  find  people  in  avalanches  because  of  their 
sense  of  smell.  Most  dogs  are  house  pets.  Some  pet  dogs  save 
people  from  drowning  without  being  trained.  Say  like 
someone  was  swimming  at  the  beach  and  he  had  a  dog.  The 
person  started  to  drown.  Then  the  dog  saved  him.  Most 
people  keep  dogs  because  they  are  playful. 


Shilo  Snyder 
Valley  View  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  3 
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Helping 
Helping  someone's  a  privilege 

Helping  people's  a  gift 
Helping  someone  is  kindness 
You  should  give  someone  a  lift. 

Inches 
Inches  are  small, 
But  they're  also  quite  big 
For  instance  they're  small 
Compared  to  a  pig 
But  compared  to  a  bug 
They're  really  quite  tall 

It  just  all  depends 
How  you  look  at  it  all. 


Jackie  Weitz 
Independent  School 
Billings  -  Grade  4 


SAPPHIRE  THE  SHOOTING  STAR 

Carrie  Johnson 
Seeley  Lake  Elementary 
Seeley  Lake  -  Grade  7 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  petite 
little  star  named  Sapphire.  He  was 
only  a  youngster  who  spent  his 
unpleasant  days  snapping  at  people.  He  was 
also  very  cruel  to  others  in  harmful  ways  that 
caused  injuries. 

There  was  also  another  thing  in  the  world 
that  wasn't  always  kind;  it  was  a  god.  Zeus 
was  the  name  of  this  well-known  god.  Zeus 
was  having  a  temper  tantrum,  as  usual,  at  all 
of  his  mortals  and  hurled  one  of  his  fierce 
lightning  bolts  into  the  sky,  striking  the 
young  little  Sapphire. 

Sapphire  fell  in  agony  to  the  hard  painful 
ground  with  a  thump.  He  laid  there  for  a 
couple  of  hours  trying  his  best  to  figure  out 
his  position  and  why  someone  would  do  such 
a  terrible  thing.  He  stared  for  hours  into  the 
sky. 

He  was  sitting  by  a  stream,  a  rock,  and  a 
beautiful  flower.  He  admired  that  flower  very 
much  and  longed  to  be  one  himself.  He  was 
in  a  peaceful  place,  indeed,  but  the  least  he 
could  have  was  a  single  soul  to  talk  to.  The 
only  way  to  do  this  was  to  turn  into  a 
beautiful  flower  and  talk  to  the  one  beside 
him  or  to  turn  human,  which  no  god  could 
grant  to  anyone  as  humble  as  he. 

On  the  third  day  an  agile  little  bunny 
rabbit  came  bounding  along  the  side  of  the 
stream.  The  rabbit  was  very  timid,  for  it  ran 
away  when  it  saw  the  star  sitting  there. 
Sapphire  was  astonished;  another  living 
thing  had  just  run  on  by  and  didn't  even  stop 
for  a  decent  greeting! 

After  that  incident  another  critter  came 
scuttering  along  the  pathway;  actually  it 
sounded  like  a  parade  of  animals.  In  half  a 
minute  an  elk,  a  chipmunk,  a  woodpecker, 
and  the  same  little  rabbit  came  running 
along  the  side  of  the  stream  bed.  They 
stopped  with  a  halt  and  stared  at  Sapphire. 

Sapphire  tried  to  speak  but  the  words 
wouldn't  come  out.  One  of  the  disadvantages 
of  being  a  star  was  that  no  one  understood  a 
star  that  came  from  the  heavens. 

The  animals  didn't  leave  for  about  five 
minutes.  They  ran  away  the  direction  they 


had  come,  and  in  less  than  a  minute,  they 
came  back  with  a  tall  figure  following  them. 
It  was  that  of  a  peasant  man  with  shaggy 
hair  and  dark  brown  eyes.  He  had  on  an  old, 
ripped  up  shirt  with  torn  off  pockets.  He  was 
not  a  man  of  any  kind  of  royalty. 

"Hello  little  thing,  you  look  tremendously 
frightened.  Can  I  possibly  help  you  in  any 
sort  of  way?"  said  the  old  man.  Sapphire 
didn't  talk  because  he  couldn't.  How  could 
any  star  talk  to  a  human? 

"Aye,  I  understand,  you  must  be  terribly 
afraid,  but  do  not  fear.  I  will  help  you  in  any 
way  you  wish.  So  what  would  you  like?  The 
only  thing  I  cannot  give  you  is  your  long-lost 
life  back  in  the  sky,"  said  the  old  man. 

Sapphire  was  now  totally  freaked.  How 
could  he  do  this?  No  man,  woman,  child  or 
any  mortal  could  have  such  a  power;  those 
were  left  to  the  gods. 

"Don't  speak  young  lad;  I  know  what  you 
want.  You  want  to  be  like  that  flower  right 
there.  Well,  I  will  turn  you  into  a  different 
kind  of  flower,  but  you  will  have  much  more 
beauty.  I  will  call  you  the  Shooting  Star." 

Within  ten  seconds  Sapphire  had  turned 
into  a  flower  of  more  beauty  than  he  could 
handle.  In  dignity,  he  watched  the  peaceful 
animals  leave,  and  the  old  man  disappear 
into  the  morning  mist. 

The  Shooting  Star  is  made  with  nature's 
natural  beauty.  The  flower  is  composed  of 
three  basic  colors:  a  beautiful  bluish-purple 
color,  a  yellow  tip,  and  a  green  stem.  The 
bluish-purple  part  represents  the  dark  blue 
night  that  holds  the  twinkling  stars,  the 
yellow  symbolizes  the  stars  that  are  seen  in 
the  dark  blue  night,  and  the  green  stem 
represents  the  long  fall  from  the  heavens. 

This  flower  holds  his  head  low  in  shame 
for  that  is  why  the  stem  curves  at  the  top.  It 
is  unknown  to  mankind  if  this  flower  has  ever 
faced  the  sun,  but  people  think  the  Shooting 
Star  may  lift  its  head  on  a  starry  night  and 
watch  with  sorrow  as  he  remembers  the  life 
he  once  had. 
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Music  to  My  Ears 

Carolyn  Torgerson 
Medicine  Lake  School 
Medicine  Lake  -  Grade  6 

Mother  says  practice  your 

clarinet  dear 
But  it's  not  music  that  I  hear 
The  squeaks  and  squaaks  fill  the 

air 

It  makes  me  hurt 

right  to  my  hair 
Oh,  I  wish  for  a  big 

music  sheet 
That  will  help  me  to  play  so  very  sweet 
Someday  my  music  teacher  says  that  I'll 

sound 

Like  the  beautiful  music  of  the  merry-go- 
round. 


Chris  Reed 
Huntley  Project  Elementary 
Worden  -  Grade  5 


MUSIC 

Erin  Kolczak 
East  Middle  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  7 


Music  is  feelings  put  to  a  beat; 
Music  is  everything  in  life  dropped  at  our  feet. 
Music  is  love  expressed  in  many  ways; 
Music  can  help  us  get  through  the  bad  days. 


Broken  Promises 

Lily  Coble 
Linderman  School 
Poison  -  Grade  3 

Once  I  said  "I'll  do  the  dishes." 

Instead  I  wrote  my  birthday  wishes 

Once  I  promised  to  go  to  bed  at  eight, 
Instead  I  stayed  up  really  late. 

When  I  told  what  I  had  did 

I  wished  I  was  a  different  kid. 
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Mark  Hatzenbuehler 
Huntley  Project  Elementary 
Worden  -  Grade  4 


Running  Freely 

Jacque  Billette 

St.  Ignatius  High  School 

St.  Ignatius  -  Grade  12 


Freeman 


A  tear,  a  salty  drop  of  water  fleeing  down  your  face. 
Looking  lonely  and  alarmingly  out  of  place. 

Water  belongs  in  the  ocean,  or  in  the  sea. 
Your  cheek  is  not  the  place  for  it  to  be. 

Wandering  down  your  cheek  either  mournful  or  merry, 
With  good  fortune,  it's  the  last  your  eye  will  carry. 


The  tear  traces  a  path  from  your  eye 
down  your  cheek. 
It  appears  as  though  your  eye  has 
sprung  a  leak. 

That  single  tear  runs  a  lone  and  dreary 
course. 

Embracing  emotion  with  enormous 
force. 

Your  tears  will  never  listen  or  comply. 
Massive  drops  of  water  keep  on 
dripping  from  your  eye. 

Explosive  tears  keep  charging  freely 
and  unchecked. 

Your  face  shows  how  your  entire  day 
was  wrecked. 

Choking  back  muffled  sobs  to  no  avail, 
Your  only  desire  is  to  throw  back  your 
head  and  wail. 

With  burning  tears  your  emotions 
drained. 

You  lose  the  tears,  and  ask  yourself 
what  was  gained? 

A  tear,  a  salty  drop  of  water  fleeing 
down  your  face, 

Looking  lonely  and  alarmingly  out  of 
place. 


Ann  Marie  Freeman-Levin 
Helena  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  11 


t 
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Chester  the  Abnormal  Pig 

Wendy  Small  and  Michelle  Dodds 
Huntley  Project  School 
Huntley  -  Grade  3 


o 


n  a  pleasant  spring  morning  a  bizarre  pig,  named  Chester, 
was  rolling  in  the  mud.  He  was  downhearted,  because  his 
auntie  April  died  yesterday.  He  stopped  rolling  in  the  mud 
and  walked  to  his  feed  trough.  He  gave  a  tremendous  yawn  of  boredom. 
He  decided  he  wasn't  hungry.  Pretty  soon  a  horse  groomer  walked  up 
and  opened  the  wrong  gate  and  Chester  lurked  out.  He  went  over  to 
the  welcome  mat  and  got  the  keys.  He  walked  over  to  the  Chevy  pickup 
and  got  in,  turned  on  the  ignition  and  started  the  pickup.  The  lady  just  came  out  to 
feed  the  chickens.  She  saw  Chester  in  the  pickup  and  screamed.  The  man  came  running 
to  see  what  was  the  matter.  He  saw  Chester  driving  his  pickup  down  the  highway.  When 
he  was  about  10  minutes  from  the  cemetery,  he  saw  Burger  King  and  ordered  a  bacon 
double  cheeseburger  with  a  large  coke.  The  lady  said,  "$4.95,  please."  "What!"  "$4.95 
plus  tax."  "I  don't  have  that  much!"  said  Chester  in  a  depressed  way.  Then  he  saw  a  little 
box  saying  USE  IF  DESPERATE.  Inside  was  a  crisp  10  dollar  bill.  He  handed  it  to  the 
lady  and  got  $6.15  back  in  change.  He  was  on  his  way  to  the  cemetery  when  there  was  a 
traffic  jam.  Everybody  was  going  to  the  cemetery.  Just  then  Chester  thought  he  might  be 
able  to  make  it  to  the  cemetery  as  fast  as  he  could.  He  got  out  of  the  pickup  and  went  to 
the  gate.  The  guard  wouldn't  let  him  past  the  gate.  Then  he  saw  that  he  was  a  pig  and 
fainted.  Chester  then  pulled  out  a 
miniature  key  from  the  guard's 
pocket  and  opened  the  gate.  Then 
he  picked  the  flowers  from  somebody 
else's  grave  and  put  them  on  his 
auntie  April's  grave.  He  looked 
down  at  the  time  and  walked  past 
the  fainted  guard  and  got  into  his 
pickup.  He  started  it  up  and  got 
half  way  home  when  his  pickup 
stopped.  He  walked  for  a 
tremendous  deal  of  time  when  he 
decided  to  thumb  for  a  ride.  Several 
cars  passed.  Then  the  eighth  car, 
with  a  pig  driving,  stopped  and 
opened  the  door.  He  said,  "I'll  drive 
you  home."  They  drove  all  the  way 
home.  Cindy  the  pig  decided  to  live 
with  Chester.  Then  Chester 
thought,  today  has  been  a  gratifying 
day.  Then  they  started  rolling  in 
the  mud,  day  after  day  after  day. 
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North  Middle  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  6 


Karla  Hafla 
Washington  School 
Glendive  -  Grade  8 


Morning  Breeze 

Katie  D.  Ehresman 
Belgrade  Intermediate  School 
Belgrade  -  Grade  5 


Riding  through  the  morning  breeze  when  I  hear  a  scream. 
Someone  is  calling  me  from  the  wind  but  I  can't  sense 

who  or  where  it  is. 
It  keeps  on  coming  closer  and  closer  and  I  get  lonesomer 

and  lonesomer. 

It's  going  to  my  heart  and  now  it  has  arrived.  Then  I  realize 
a  life  is  through,  so 
David,  God  Bless  You. 


E 
h 
r 
e 
s 
m 

Hafla 
n 


Dedicated  to  David  Lotton 
1982-1991 
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The  Monstrous  Bear 

Dana  Clouse 
Helena  Middle  School 
Helena  -  Grade  6 

The  turquoise  truck  roared  as  we 
loaded  the  Mountain  bikes  into 
the  back  and  headed  for  the 
mountains.  Five  kids,  two  adults,  two 
dogs,  and  six  bikes. 

It  was  a  long  bumpy  ride  up  a 
narrow,  bumpy  mountain  road  several 
miles  into  the  forest.  It  was  hot  that  day, 
the  air  was  still  and  dry.  The  trees  were 
a  dense  wall  with  immense  branches. 
Some  were  spaced  only  inches  apart 
making  it  impossible  to  walk  in  a 
straight  line.  Where  the  trees  were 
spaced  farther  apart,  thick  underbrush 
grew.  In  no  direction  could  I  see  more 
than  10  or  20  feet.  Sounds  in  the  forest 
were  muffled  by  the  dense  vegetation. 

Dad  says,  "Isn't  this  a  great  place  to 
stop  for  a  picnic?"  I  thought  he  was  crazy, 
but  I  was  hungry  so  I  didn't  say 
anything.  It  was  a  pretty  place,  and  the 
air  was  still  and  quiet.  Very  peaceful. 

We  lay  out  a  blanket  and  everyone 
sat  down.  About  five  or  six  minutes  went 
by  before  we  noticed  that  the  dogs  had 
disappeared.  Then  we  heard  a  rustle  in 
the  bushes.  It  was  the  dogs!  Their  faces 
displayed  a  great  deal  of  anger, 
excitement  and  possibly  fear.  With  their 
eyes  open  wide  and  their  teeth  showing 
they  were  growling  like  crazy.  The  hair 
on  their  backs  stood  straight  up. 

My  dad  looked  up  from  the  dogs  and 
into  the  deep  forest.  There  he  saw  a 
monstrous  brown  spot.  He  kept  staring 
at  the  spot  and  it  grew  closer  and  closer 
to  us.  That  minute  dad  hollered, 
"Everyone  head  for  the  truck!  IT'S  A 
BEAR." 

There  were  five  kids,  two  adults,  and 
two  dogs  in  the  cab  of  our  truck.  Panic 
was  on  everyone's  face.  My  sister  was 
screaming.  Mom  was  yelling,  "Close  the 
doors!" 

AND  THEN 

out  walked  a  big.. .brown. ..cow. 
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Justin  Strong 
Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  12 


Long  Claws 

Alexis  Wold 
Whittier  School 
Butte  -  Grade  6 

He  came  up  over  the  snow 
And  growled  a  long,  low  growl. 
His  body  shook  with  starvation. 
He  had  blisters  on  his  paws. 

His  mouth  was  covered  with  foam. 
Beads  of  perspiration  clothed  his  body. 
His  eyes  were  the  color  of  blood, 
His  fur  the  color  of  night. 

The  bear  twitched  his  ears  and  spotted  his 
prey. 

He  stood  up  high  and  swiped  the  air  with 

sword-like  claws. 
He  let  out  a  blood-curdling  scream  and  was 

off. 

He  chased  the  caribou  through  the  snow, 
He  made  a  flying  leap  and  caught  the  helpless 
animal. 

The  bear  gorged  itself  and  lay  down  to  sleep. 
The  only  sound  that  could  be  heard  was  the 
bear's  contented  snoring. 


SPIRIT  OF  THE  WIND 

Danielle  R.  Perry 
Monforton  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  6 

The  field  lay  barren  covered  in  snow. 
A  large  black  mare  with  silver  hooves  pranced  over  the  crisp  Earth. 
She  neighed  loudly  as  the  sun  rose  melting  the  frozen  ground. 

She  had  sensed  that  it  was  a  new  day  for  more  excitement. 
As  she  glided  over  the  snow  the  sun  shone  on  her  velvet  coat. 
The  little  woodland  creatures  heard  her  cry  and  all  came  out  to  share  the 

glorious  day. 
The  clouds  covered  the  bright  sun. 
A  dim  shadow  seemed  to  cast  a  large  hand  over  the  land. 
The  creatures  scattered  away  as  they  sensed  the  beginning  to  a  late 

winter  storm. 
The  mare  stood  still  stunned  at  the  sudden  change. 
She  cried  again  up  through  the  clouds  to  the  sun  and  the  heavens. 
She  galloped  over  fields  and  over  streams, 
Her  gleaming  hooves  shattering  rocks. 
As  she  ran  the  hail  pounded  on  her  sleek  body. 
She  leaped  up  the  rocky  side  of  the  mountain. 
When  she  reached  the  peak  the  sun  broke  through  the  clouds. 
The  sun  shone  on  her  heaving  sides  in  1,000  droplets  of  gold. 
Her  soul  cried  out,  "I'm  Free!" 


c 

I 

o 
u 
s 

Perry 


Mandy  Arlint 
Castle  Rock  Junior  High 
Billings  -  Grade  7 


Strong 


W 
o 

Arlint 
d 
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LOOKING 

Jackie  Luther 
Cut  Bank  Middle  School 
Cut  Bank  -  Grade  8 

One  day  I  caught  a  glance 
Of  someone  looking  at  me. 
So  I  looked  away 
And  then  glanced  back. 


That  certain  person  was  still  looking. 
He  saw  me  and  turned  away. 
Then  he  looked  back  at  me 
At  the  same  time  I  looked  back  at  him. 


We  both  went  our  separate  ways, 
Only  to  meet  again  the  next  day 
This  time  when  I  turned  around, 
The  person  just  held  my  gaze. 

I  saw  the  person  at  noon, 
Just  looking  at  me. 
I  looked  back 
Waiting  for  a  chance  to  say  hello. 
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Rebecca  Powell 
Stevensville  High  School 
Stevensville  -  Grade  11 


Schlegelmilch 


The  Digger 

Luke  Humphrey 
Roosevelt  Elementary 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  5 


"ESSENCE" 

Elliot  Schlegelmilch 
Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  9 

I  open  the  first  door  and  I  see 
Green  circuit  boards  with 
Black  micro  chips  that 
Look  like  spiders. 

I  open  the  second  door  and  I  hear 
The  hum  of  the  power  supply 
And  the  click  click  click 
Of  the  computer  speaker. 

I  open  the  third  door  and  I  taste 
The  essence  of 
Millions  of  circuits 
Doing  their  job. 


I  open  the  fourth  door  and  I  feel 
Tiny  grooves  carrying  electricity 
Hundreds  of  thousands  of  minuscule  signals 
Moving  at  the  speed  of  light. 

I  open  the  fifth  door  and  I  smell 
An  old  electrolytic  capacitor 
Slowly  leaking  Poly  Clorinated  Biphenyl 
Onto  the  memory  chips. 

I  open  the  sixth  door  and  I  sense 
Millions  of  minute  electric  energy 
Particles  going  all 
Around  me. 


Laura  Johnson 
Linderman  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  7 


Under  the  ground 
There  is  a  place 
With  a  deep  earthy  smell 
And  winding  tunnels  going  on  forever. 
The  wooden  beams  like  a  stairway 
To  the  center  of  the  earth 
All  going  to  one  place. 
A  special  place  -  my  place 
With  no  sound  except  the  chip  of  a  shovel 
Or  the  ping  of  a  pick 
And  gravel  coarse  to  the  touch 
But  not  to  my  mind. 


Johnson 


Humphrey 
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Colors 

Josh  Jensen 
Hiawatha  School 
Dagmar  -  Grade  7 

Most  colors  are  very  bright 
I  love  to  see  the  sight 
With  the  sunrise  in  the  morning 
And  the  sunset  at  night 

The  color  of  the  sky 
All  the  birds  that  fly  by 
It  all  makes  me  think 
Of  the  beautiful  color  pink 

All  the  things  in  the  world 
Give  us  a  hint 
That  everything  on  this  planet 
Has  a  beautiful  tint 


rivers 

Kasha  Schultz 
C.  R.  Anderson  Middle  School 
Helena  -  Grade  8 

quietly  skipping  over  rocks 
softly  running  down  the  mountain 
splitting  into  two  then  four  little  streams 
going  down  into  the  valley 
slipping  through  the  trees 
falling  over  cliffs 
splashing  into  pools 
sliding  over  moss 
washing  riverbeds  clean 
slowly  heading  towards  the  ocean 
waiting  to  be  free. 


Mike  Bekker 
Scobey  Schools 
Scobey  -  Grade  7 
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CHAOS  UNDER  THE  BED 

Erin  Pasha 
Highwood  School 
Highwood  -  Grade  9 

Only  a  daring  person  dares  to  look  at  the 
mess  under  my  bed.  Under  my  roasting, 
crammed  bed  sit  socks  as  stiff  as  bricks. 
They  don't  perch  alone;  they're  accompanied  by 
books  and  magazines  so  outdated  that  you're 
reading  those  same  things  in  history  books. 
Clothes 
carpet  the 
floor, 

waiting  to 
be  put 
away. 
Suitcases 
line  the 
edges  of 
the  bed 
with  food 
crumbs 
and 
clothes 
tags  that 
were 
dropped 
there  the 
last  time  I 
took  a 
vacation. 
Aged  paper 
bags  drape 
over  the 
collection 
of  things 
like  limp 
spaghetti 
noodles  left 
over  after  a 
gigantic 
Italian 

feast,  while         others  join  after  an  extravagant 
shopping  spree.  Shoe  boxes  are  abandoned  there, 
left  with  the  hope  that  some  day  they'll  be  pulled 
out  and  put  to  use.  Gloves  and  hats  are  stuffed  in 
a  backpack  that  hasn't  been  used  in  five  years. 
They  peer  out  of  the  bag  like  baby  chicks  peeking 
out  of  the  nest,  seeing  the  world  for  the  very  first 
time.  As  they  vie  for  attention,  I  quickly  lower  the 
bed  ruffle  for  another  millennium. 


ili  St  ■  fcft  & 


Holly  Meldahl 
East  Middle  School 
Butte  -  Grade  7 


P 

a 


Meldahl 

a 
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I  Know  That's  Him 

Melissa  DeVries 
Roosevelt  School 
Red  Lodge  -  Grade  8 

A  blue-eyed  child, 
With  golden  hair, 
An  upset  look, 
A  troubled  stare. 

With  tears  in  her  eyes, 
She  looks  around, 
She  points  to  him, 
Without  a  sound. 

No  one  stands 
In  that  place, 
But  still  she  points 
To  the  empty  space. 

"There,  that's  him," 
You  barely  hear, 
Down  her  cheek 
Slides  a  single  tear. 

"I  know  that's  him, 
Who  else  could  it  be?" 
She  points  to  a  man 
That  no  one  can  see. 

"There's  no  one  there!" 
A  child  cries, 
She  turns  around 
With  tears  in  her  eyes. 

"You  don't  understand, 
You  just  don't  know, 
Your  daddy's  here, 
But  where  did  mine  go?" 
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THE  WIND 

Heather  Watson 
Capital  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  10 

The  wind  pushes  lightly 

against  the  trees  of  old. 

Their  branches  tell  stories  of 

old  days  and  nights  of  the  range, 

the  cattle  drives  and  cowboys. 


Watson 
k 


DeVries 


Jessica  Schaake 
Hillcrest  Elementary 
Harlowton  -  Grade  5 


Stitches 

Nate  Trosper 
Poison  High  School 
Poison  -  Grade  12 

My  Shocked  System  Stroked  my  brain 
Surrounded  by  Stooges  in  the  Smelly  Sanitarium 
Shut  up!  Yells  the  fat  Stupid  nurse 

Sawed  up  from  Someone  Stabbing  me 
Shivering,  Standing  Stupid,  not  paying  attention 
Suddenly  felt  Sharp  Stinging,  Pain!! 
Felt  Sleepy,  Slippery,  Sheer  pain 
Straining  for  a  glimpse  of  Sunlight 
Shiny  blade  Strokes 

Someone  is  Sobbing 
Stinky  old  folks  home 
Sore,  Stretched,  Shattered 
Six  months  pass 
Sitting  Stupid  in  a  wheel  chair 

Scars  Scream  Stupidity  in  my  ears 
Sticky  Stitches  Sink  deep  into  my  Skin 
Silky  Sheets  of  bandages  cover  my  Sutures 
Smacking  massages  Soothe  the  Scrapes  in  a  hospital. 


Ben  O'Bleness 
Fergus  High  School 
Lewistown  -  Grade  9 
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Melodies  to  me... 

Marlene  Clark 
Medicine  Lake  School 
Medicine  Lake  -  Grade  4 

I  like  to  hear 

laughing  girls  and  boys 

and  my  dog  playing  with  squeaky  toys. 

At  night  I  listen  to 

waves  crashing  against  the  rocks 

and  the  funny  sounds  of  a  fox. 

In  the  morning  I  hear 

roosters  crowing 

and  the  lawnmowers  mowing. 

Girls  and  boys  laughing 
powerful  waves  crashing 
these  are  all  melodies  to  me! 


Ben-Youssef 


KITTEN 

Nadia  Ben-Youssef 
West  Side  Elementary 
Sidney  -  Grade  4 


Clark 


Renee  Tietz 
Target  Range  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  8 


Wet  little  petal  of  rose 
Pointing  at  your  heart-shaped 
nose 

Soft  furry  little  ball 
My  heart  you  just  stole 


t 

Z 
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Cupcakes,  Jon  and  the  Betrayal 

James  C.  Gray  III 
Wisdom  School 
Wisdom  -  Grade  3 

Not  very  far  away  lived  a  Lady  named 
Cupcakes.  She  was  a  Princess.  The 
King  was  King  Richard  II.  He  had  a 
very  greedy  son. 

His  son,  Prince  Jon,  had  been  taken  by  a 
dragon.  Cupcakes  went  to  the  castle  to 
become  a  knight.  She  wanted  to  save  Prince 
Jon.  King  Richard  II  just  laughed.  Cupcakes 
said,  "I  want  to  marry  Prince  Jon." 

King  Richard  II  said,  "If  you  save  him  you 
can  marry  him." 

Cupcakes  went  to  the  dragon's  lair.  She 
hid  behind  a  rock  and  saw  Prince  Jon.  She 
also  saw  King  Richard  II  with  the  dragon.  He 
had  betrayed  his  son. 

Cupcakes  snuck  down  below  the  lair  and 
waited  for  the  dragon.  The  dragon  smelled 
Cupcakes  and  came  down  looking  for  her.  As 


his  tail  came  in  her  view  she  jumped  out  and 
stabbed  him  in  the  tail.  The  dragon  became 
ticked.  He  turned  around,  he  blew  out  fire, 
but  he  missed.  Cupcakes  took  out  her  sword 
and  sliced  him  open.  The  dragon  fell  so  hard 
it  made  an  earthquake  and  the  Grand 
Canyon  was  formed.  The  dragon  was  dead. 

King  Richard  II  saw  the  big  hole  where 
the  dragon  had  fallen.  He  pulled  out  his 
sword  and  he  and  Cupcakes  had  a  fight. 
Cupcakes  pulled  out  a  knife  and  threw  it  at 
King  Richard's  sword  arm.  King  Richard  fell 
down  and  tried  to  pull  the  knife  out,  but  he 
was  too  weak.  Cupcakes  ran  over  to  the  King 
and  said,  "Do  you  want  to  try  it  again?"  The 
King  just  faded. 

When  the  King  awoke  he  was  at  Princess 
Cupcake's  home.  Prince  Jon  was  there  with 
her.  All  three  of  them  walked  back  to  the 
castle  with  the  King's  hands  tied  up. 

Jon  and  Cupcakes  got  married  and  had  two 
kids.  The  King  went  to  the  Dungeon  for  life. 


Rebellion 

Scott  M.  Cravens 

C.  R.  Anderson  Middle  School 

Helena  -  Grade  8 


I  am  rebellion, 

Fierce  and  radical, 

Timid  and  afraid. 
Clawing  at  your  mind; 

For  only  a  time  to  stand 

For  what  I  feel  is  right. 
Screaming  and  yelling; 

For  only  a  sound  of 

Life  to  be  heard 

Out  of  this  shallow 

Body. 
I  am  rebellion 

I  live  in  the  guts, 

The  hearts,  and  the  souls 

Of  people  who  want — 

Who  want  to  shine 

If  only  for  a  brief  moment. 

To  show  others  that 

They  too  have  a  life; 

One  that  should  only  be  run 

By  themselves. 


s 


Kate  Moore 
Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  12 
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Lava 

Casey  Laine  Brunsvold 
Rau  Elementary  School 
Sidney  -  Grade  6 

I  am  the  lava  that 
lives  inside, 
of  every  volcano 
on  every  hillside. 


I  flow  and  flow 
burning  everything  in  sight, 
my  colors  glow  and  glow 
filling  everything  with  fright. 


Buck  Swan 
Poison  Middle  School 
Poison  -  Grade  5 


different 

Shannon  Beddow 
Arrowhead  Elementary 
Billings  -  Grade  6 

she  says  she's  different 
cause  she  dresses 
different 
babydoll  dresses 
dr.  martens 
poets  t-shirt 
and  jeans 
she  says  she's  different 
cause  she  likes  music 
different 
pearl  jam 
alice  in  chains 
no  rap- 
it's  a  grunge  thing 
she  says  she's  different 
cause  she  doesn't  care 
what  anyone  thinks 
so  i  ask  her- 

why  are  you  explaining  yourself  to  me?  - 


you  know  what? 
she's  not  different 

cause  i  look  in  magazines  and  that's  what  i  see 

they  are  entirely  object  orientated 

she  cannot  express  her  own  individuality  with 

her  thoughts 

feelings  and 

beliefs 

she  is  no  different 
cause  she  cannot 
find  her  own  self 

i  pride  myself  in  knowing  that  i  have 

i  don't  need  to  be  different  from  anyone 

just  different  from  what  i  dislike  and  think  is  wrong 

i'm  different 


Josh  Schillo 
Paris  Gibson  Middle  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  6 


Chocolate  cream  pie, 
A  different  crust 
My  heart  falls, 
Plops  on 
the  floor. 
Everyone  can 
see, 
They  laugh 
A  different  crust, 
It  doesn't  matter 
They  think. 

Emily  Bengston 
Columbia  Falls  High  School 
Columbia  Falls  -  Grade  11 


Melissa  Hotter 
Capital  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  11 


Hoffer  e  L 


Anderson 


A  Lonely  Working  Man 

Heather  Leland 
East  Middle  School 
Butte  -  Grade  7 


The  Poor  Old  Man 

Evan  Anderson 
Stevensville  Elementary 
Stevensville  -  Grade  1 


o 


nee  an  old  man  lived  in  an  old 
shack  with  four  kittens.  As  he 
sat  in  his  old  chair  he  wondered 
if  he  would  ever  die  because  he  was  so 
old.  So  he  brushed  his  teeth,  then  he 
went  to  bed.  He  dreamed  of  food.  He 
got  so  hungry  he  jumped  out  of  bed! 
Then  he  ate.  The  kittens  purred  by  his 
chair  while  he  ate  his  meat.  He  gave 
some  to  the  kittens.  And  then  the 
kittens  went  under  his  bed.  He  went 
into  his  bed. 
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A  lonely  working  man 
strolling  down  a  sunbathing  path. 
The  lazy  mountains  stare  down 
at  him. 

He  wishes  he  could  be  like 
the  trees,  joyfully  celebrating  in 
the  warmth  of  the  sun. 

The  sun  baked  grass 
yawns  and  waits  for  water. 
The  man,  he  wishes  he  could  be 
idle  like  the  grass. 

The  invisible  gusts  of  wind 
tell  secrets  of  the  past. 
He  doesn't  look  forward 
to  the  road  of  work  ahead. 


HE  LOVES  ME;  HE  LOVES  ME  NOT 

Heidi  Fontaine 
Glasgow  High  School 
Glasgow  -  Grade  11 

Love  or  hate;  love  or  hate 
That's  the  question  on  every  date 

Love  or  hate;  love  or  hate 
Is  it  destiny  or  is  it  fate? 

Love  or  hate;  love  or  hate 
If  I  love  him  that'd  be  great 

Love  or  hate;  love  or  hate 
His  car  arrives  as  I  wait 

Love  or  hate;  love  or  hate 
I  see  him  now  as  he  opens  the  gate 

Love  or  hate;  love  or  hate 
It's  too  bad  he's  an  hour  late 

Love  or  hate;  love  or  hate 
Now  that's  the  question  with  every  date. 

S 


<^>  Matt  Blanks 
Three  Forks  High  School 
Three  Forks  -  Grade  10 


Rusty  Friez 
Lockwood  Elementary 
Billings  -  Grade  4 


Two  People  Are  Friends 

Rebecca  Powell 
Springhill  School 
Belgrade  -  Grade  7 

Two  people  are  friends, 

Then  they're  not. 

War  came  again, 

And  they  got  caught. 

Now  they  won't  speak. 

Their  anger  peaks. 

Then  one  day, 

They  meet  on  the  streets. 

Passers-by 

Watch  them  cry. 

Then  they  touch  hands, 

Joining  their  lands. 

And  once  again, 

Two  people  are  friends. 


1994  Signatures  from  Big  Sky  •  Volume  4  •  Page  35 


WINTER?  HOT  TUB? 

Byrdie  Reddies 
Glasgow  High  School 
Glasgow  -  Grade  11 

Slipping  into  the  silky  bathing  suit 
Pausing  to  get  ready  and  run 
The  bitter  wintry  breeze  fills  my  lungs. 
READY,  SET,  GO! 
Out  the  door  onto  the  icy  porch 
Shivering,  slipping,  sliding  across  the  porch 
Hurrying  into  the  BeechCraft  hot  tub. 
A  quick  few  steps,  then  relief 

Carefully  stepping  into  the  scalding,  105  degree  water. 
The  clash  of  cold  and  now  the  shock  hot 
Wow!  how  relaxing. 
HOT  TUB?  WINTER? 

The  smoke,  white  steam  dances  in  the  black  night. 
The  steam  fills  the  eyes 
making  all  things  invisible. 

The  sour  chlorine  invades  the  sensitive  taste  buds 
The  heart  is  like  a  race  car 
Racing  through  the  body. 
The  heat  relaxes  all  muscles 


The  burning  becomes  too  much  to  handle. 
You  must  get  out! 

The  fright  of  the  cold  makes  you  stay  longer 
Going  slowly  with  wet,  wrinkly  feet. 
You  hurry  back  in  the  door. 
Grabbing  the  plush  towel,  you  dry  off  quickly. 
HOT  TUB?  WINTER? 
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REVOLUTION 
EARTH 

Jason  Dahl 
Glasgow  High  School 
Glasgow  -  Grade  10 

Endless  distance 
Wildlife  and  stars 
Blanket  the  night 
You  lying  beside  me 
Eyes  open  wide 

While  the  wide  arc  of  the  globe  is  turning 
We  feel  it  moving  through  the  dark 
Hear  the  hills  scrape  the  sky 

Then  we  know  that  we're  alive 
If  we  weren't 
Sure  before 

I  reach  for  you  by  my  side  and  soar 

Revolution  earth 
On  gliding  fireworks 
Revolution  earth 
Rolling  under  us 

The  world  is  turning  on  gliding  fireworks 
You  beside 
Revolution  earth 


Frost  on  the  jungle  vine 
Melting  in  sunshine 
Snow  on  the  mountain  tops 
Piling  high  in  loving  cups. 


E 
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daniel 

Ranette  Sorenson 
Columbia  Falls  High  School 
Columbia  Falls  -  Grade  11 

once  there  lived  a 
man 

who  drove  his 

1984  chevy  cavalier 

to  deliver  pizzas  for  his  job 

his  name  was 

daniel 

which  is  what  everyone  called 
him  because  he  didn't  have  a 
nickname. 

daniel 

had  his  problems  and 

sometimes 

didn't  exactly  know 

how  to  deal 

so  he  had  a 

girlfriend 

to  kiss 

when  he  got  lost 
or  bored  with  his 
pizzas. 

one  day 
daniel 

drove  his  1984  chevy  cavalier 
to  his  girlfriend's  house 
to  kiss 
but  she  was 
upset 

she  had  a  problem  daniel 

didn't  know 

how  to  deal 

because  she  never  had 

problems 

especially  when  he  wanted 
to  kiss. 


daniel  left 

and  tried  thinking  about 
his  problem 
but  couldn't 

all  daniel  thought  about  was 

his  girlfriend 

too  bad  she 
couldn't  help 
him  with 
his 

problem. 

the  next  day 
daniel's  girlfriend 
left  her  house 
to  seek 
an  identity 

so  she  wouldn't  always  be 
daniel's  girlfriend 
but  rayelle. 

daniel  noticed  a  change  in 
rayelle 

sometimes  when  he  would 

call 

rayelle 

would  be  out  with  her  friends 
or 

busy  with 
her  chemistry. 

daniel  learned  a  few 
new  words 
jealousy 
respect 

competition  because 
rayelle  decided 
there  was  more  to 
life 

than  kissing 

for  instance  lynne  and  drew 
and  botany. 


daniel  thought  one  day 
about  his  girlfriend,  oops 
i  mean  rayelle 

he  was  just  getting 

used  to 

the  idea  that  she  was  a 
person 

not  just  a  girl 

to  kiss 
and  cried  because  he 
saw  how  mean  he  was  being 
and  because  he  knew 
he  needed  to  change 
but  in  the  end 
probably  wouldn't. 

rayelle  was  also  having  some 

trouble 

finding  out 

who  she  really  was 

and  she  cried 

because  she 

kind  of  missed 

daniel 

and  his 

kisses. 

about  a  week  later  daniel  and 
rayelle 

met  for  the  first  time 
it  was  ok 
but  not  great 

they  sorted  out  some 

stuff 
together. 

i  could  say  all 

of  this  ended  up  happy 

but  it  didn't 

rayelle 

found  herself  after  all 
and  well  daniel  couldn't 
change 

he  quit  his  job 
and  moved  to 
alaska. 


Sorenson 
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A  War  Stricken  City 

Katie  Gray 
Springhill  School 
Belgrade  -  Grade  7 

They  live  in  a  world  of  terror. 
Bombs  and  guns  shelter  their  city. 
No  reason  to  live. 
No  reason  to  care. 
What  is  a  person  without  food? 
What  is  a  person  without  family? 
Nothing  to  live  for. 
Nothing  to  die  for. 
Surrounded  by  the  dead. 
Screams  and  cries  rack  their  city. 
Children  without  mothers. 
Mothers  without  children. 
Fathers  walking  on  the  dry  bare  ground, 
Looking  for  life! 


A 


The  Weeping  One  and  I 

Christina  Wiederrich 
Saco  Public  School 
Saco  -  Grade  5 

The  weeping  one  is  the  rain, 

that  cries  such  as  I. 
We  both  suffer  pain, 

burning  and  slashing 
Like  a  chain  wrapped  around  us. 

We  both  cry  the  tears  of  shame, 

guilt,  frustration,  and  loneliness. 

The  weeping  one  and  I  both  cry 
the  same  tears. 

The  weeping  one  and  I  are  the  same. 


Wiederrich 
s  Gray 


o 
n 


Justin  Allison 
Poison  High  School 
Poison  -  Grade  12 
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A  Future  Result  On  A  Modern  Problem 

Jessica  Ford 
Cornelius  Hedges 
Kalispell  -  Grade  6 

Orea  felt  as  though  she  were  drowning  in  the 
deep  blue  of  the  sapphire  gems  her  father 
had  given  her. 
She  recalled  exactly  when  he  had  given  them  to 
her.  It  was  right  before  the  Ismane  ritual,  what  the 
Ancients  called  Christmas.  It  just  happened  to  be 
right  before  her  14th  birthday,  her  most  recent 
birthday.  Because  of  that  she  got  to  also  light  the 
ten  candles  in  their  rock  candle  holders.  Each 
candle  represented  a  member  of  her  family.  Since 
then  two  others  had  joined. 

Orea  placed  the  sapphires  carefully  one  by  one 
into  the  soft  rootskin  bag.  Then  she  set  the  bag  on 
top  of  her  other  not-so-valuable  gems  in  her  chest, 
such  as  gold,  copper,  and  small  diamonds.  She 
looked  at  the  four  time-telling  rocks  on  her  wall  and 
thought  how  hard  it  would  be  to  tell  time  with  the 
Ancients'  time  clocks.  Now  two  rocks  were  at  the  top 
of  her  wall.  One  was  in  the  middle,  and  one  was  on 
the  bottom.  It  was  dinnertime.  Orea  heaved  herself 
off  of  her  rock  shelf  and  got  into  her  smy,  what  the 
Ancients  called  the  Hovercraft.  She  floated  through 
the  house  and  wondered  what  it  would  be  like  to 
have  to  walk  everywhere  in  the  house,  but  then  she 
remembered  that  the  Ancients'  houses  were  so  little. 

When  she  got  to  the  dinner  table,  everyone  else 
was  there.  She  pulled  her  small  chair  to  the  table, 
greeting  everyone  by  looking  them  in  their  saucer- 
sized  white  eyes.  Then  her  father  spoke.  "Orealin,  I 
have  made  a  big  decision.  Since  you  are  the  oldest 
and  the  most  interested,  I  will  take  you  through  the 
rock  up  to  the  surface  of  the  earth.  Now,  if  you  don't 
want  to,  I  will  take  Seriianda." 

"No,  no,  Papa,  take  me!  I'd  love  to  go  with  you!" 
"OK,  Orealin.  But  since  I'm  taking  you  out  of 
the  upper  room  in  school,  the  teachers  want  you  to 
do  a  full  report  on  the  Ancients  in  the  year  2010. 
The  report  needs  to  be  ten  pages  long." 
"Ten  pages!  But  Papa-" 

"You  need  to  do  this  before  you  go,  or  else  your 
younger  sister,  Seriianda  will  come  with  me." 
"Yes,  Papa." 

"After  dinner  I'd  like  you  to  get  started."  Orea 
nodded. 

After  dinner,  when  Orea  was  in  her  room,  she 
thought  of  how  she  hated  it  when  Papa  dictated  her 
life.  She  shook  off  the  thought  and  looked  up  the 
year  2010  in  her  dim  blue-screened  hand  computer. 
The  computer  was  so  powerful  that  it  could  get 
information  from  all  over  the  rock  world  in  two 
minutes  and  twenty-some  seconds.  While  it  was 
calling  up  all  of  the  information  from  the  Ancient 
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civilization  (which  died  out  500  million  years  ago), 
Orea  went  to  get  some  root  juice. 

*     *  # 

Orea  and  her  father  kissed  the  family  members 
good-bye  and  stepped  into  the  specialized  smy  with  a 
hood  (most  smy's  were  open-topped).  As  they  floated 
through  the  tunnel  that  led  to  the  surface  of  the 
Earth,  Orea's  father  began  to  speak:  "I  was  very 
impressed  with  your  report,  Orealin.  Some  of  the 
things  you  didn't  include,  the  teachers  took  2  points 
away  for  not  including  them.  You  didn't  include  that 
the  average  'person'  was  5'5"  by  the  time  the 
Ancients  died  out.  You  should've  also  included  that 
they  died  out  because  the  garbage  covered  their 
civilization.  They  literally  drowned  in  their  own 
trash  problems,  so  the  smarter  ones  began  to  dwell 
in  rock.  The  eyes  enlarged  to  see  in  the  dark.  And, 
because  of  the  small  surroundings,  they  sized  down 
about  three  feet.  Also,  the  scientific  name  for  the 
'humans'  500  million  years  ago  was  homosapiens. 
Now  it  is  nemahsapiens. " 

"Papa,  did  you  see  that  ridge-headed  mole  mouse 
we  just  passed?!" 

"No,  Orea.  Weren't  you  listening  to  me?" 

"Sorry,  Papa."  There  was  a  strong  silence  for 
some  time.  There  was  a  silence  so  strong  that  it 
pounded  in  Orea's  ears.  It  was  Papa  who  broke  it. 
"Orealin,  I  want  you  to  put  these  goggles  on  to 
protect  your  eyes,  OK?" 

Orea  obediently  put  on  the  four  and  one  half  inch 
tall  goggles  he  handed  to  her  that  were  just  large 
enough  to  fit  around  her  eyes. 

Just  as  she  did  so,  they  came  through  the  warp 
tunnel  that  led  to  the  surface.  A  great  bright  light 
blinded  Orea  for  several  minutes.  As  soon  as  they 
adjusted,  Orea  thought  the  scene  before  her  was  so 
radically  bare  and  desolate,  and  so,  so  ugly  that  she 
wished  she  had  stayed  blinded  by  the  light.  She 
tried  and  tried,  reaching  to  the  utmost  furthest 
edges  of  her  brain,  to  imagine  the  barren  landscape 
in  a  beautiful  shade  of  green  and  blue.  And 
somehow  it  reminded  her  of  the  Ring  Eared  bat's 
dung,  springy,  yet  solid  at  the  same  time. 

"Why  is  the  land  so  barren,  Papa?" 

"The  garbage  disintegrated  and  the  waste 
materials  formed  this  layer  over  the  Earth." 

"Oh."  Scary  thought.  Silence. 

"Why  do  we  have  to  wear  these  goggles?" 

"The  ozone  layer  was  depleted,  Orealin." 

"Oh,  what  does  that  have  to  do  with  it?" 

"With  no  ozone  layer,  the  ultraviolet  rays  come 
into  the  atmosphere.  Your  eyes  could  be  damaged, 
sunburned,  or  even  blinded  without  these  goggles. 
Once  another  Nemah  like  us  came  up  here  before 
goggles  were  invented,  and  his  eyes  shriveled  up." 
Orea  shivered  at  the  thought. 

Orea  was  glad  when  they  finally  returned  to  her 
small  family  underground.  But  she  never  did  forget 
the  brown,  barren  landscape.  Ever. 


Ford 
Powell 

Suit 

Lindburg 
Kunder 


Ryan  Lindburg 

CM.  Russell  High  School 

Great  Falls  -  Grade  11 


Martin  Luther  King  Jr. 

Karina  Kunder 
Medicine  Lake  School 
Medicine  Lake  -  Grade  6 

He  fought  for  equality  and  justice  for  all  people 

— and  he  did  it  in  a  nonviolent  way 

He  participated  in  segregation  acts 

— and  he  did  it  in  a  nonviolent  way 

He  taught  his  followers  to  speak  out  against  injustice 

— and  they  did  it  in  a  nonviolent  way 

He  taught  his  people  to  be  proud  of  their  race 

— and  they  did  it  in  a  nonviolent  way 

One  day  his  enemies  thought  he  had  gone  too  far 

— and  they  did  it  in  a  violent  way 

One  day  his  enemies  put  an  end  to  his  life  forever 

— and  they  did  it  in  a  violent  way 

One  day  I  will  fight  for  peace  and  justice 

— and  I  will  do  it  in  a  nonviolent  way 

One  day  I  will  speak  up  against  what  is  wrong 

— and  I  will  do  it  in  a  nonviolent  way 

I  have  a  dream  that  all  mankind 

— will  live  in  a  nonviolent  way. 


Brotherhood  means 
we  have  Rights. 

he  Often  told  the  truth. 
Dr.  King  Talked  to  white  people  a  lot. 
He  was  honest  all  the  time. 
He  had  a  lot  of  Energy. 

He  told  the  Right  way  to  live. 

He  loved  his  family. 
He  Opened  the  door  to  freedom. 
One  day  he  got  shot. 
He  had  a  Dream. 

Jenny  Suit 
Rau  Elementary 
Sidney  -  Grade  2 

STREETS 

Meghan  Powell 
Springhill  School 
Belgrade  -  Grade  4 

Streets  can  be  sad  places 
Think  if  your  friend  got  shot 
Running  through  a  parking  lot 
Even  though  it  may  not  happen 
Even  though  you  may  not  care 
Things  like  this  are  happening  everywhere 
Show  you  care,  fight  for  peace,  trust  is  rare. 
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The  Voice  of  Poetry 

Jennifer  Murphy 
Dawson  County  High  School 
Glendive  -  Grade  11 

Poetry,  the  key  to  my  imagination, 
the  echo  to  my  thoughts. 
The  whisper  of  the  rhythm, 
the  climax  of  the  plots. 

Its  essence  of  pattern  is  unlocked 
in  the  mystery  of  the  tongue. 
It  reads  like  music, 
for  it  is  a  song  to  be  sung. 


A  clock  is  meaningless  and  ignored, 
lost  and  forgotten  in  the  shadows  of  time, 
nothing  can  stop  the  power  of  poetry 
it  lives  through  the  heartbeat  of  rhyme. 

It  is  hidden  in  the  depths  of  reality. 

It  discovers  the  true  emotion. 

It  propels  the  story  of  life, 

and  is  dominant  of  a  positive  notion. 

It  defies  my  creativity, 
through  which  my  ambition  is  stirred. 
My  voice  is  through  that  of  poetry, 
and  my  voice  will  soon  be  heard. 
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Pietz 


Paints 

Erin  Clancy 

C.  R.  Anderson  Middle  School 
Helena  -  Grade  8 

The  colors  dance  on  the  canvas, 
Happy,  sad,  joyful,  and  vibrant. 
The  colors  call  out  - 

"Come,  look,  look  at  us." 
As  the  artist  dips  his  brush  into  the  paint, 

The  colors  cling  to  the  bristles; 
As  a  man  clings  to  his  dreams, 
The  only  thing  he  has  to  hold  onto. 
On  the  canvas  the  colors  overlap. 
Layer  on  layer, 
Hiding  what  is  beneath, 
As  we  hide  our  heritage, 
From  generation  to  generation. 
The  deep,  rich  colors  are  passions 

In  our  souls — 
Loves,  hates,  dreams. 
To  some,  paint  is  colors; 
To  me — Life. 


HE  INDIANS  AREN'T  ROAMING  ANYMO 

Stephani  Carothers  K 
Broadwater  School 
Helena  -  Grade  4 

I  was  an  Indian  roaming  wild  and  free.  Until 
the  black  robes  told  me,  "You  cannot  live 
this  way,;  Never  working  just  play.  Well  I 
have  a  better  way.  And  a  place  to  stay," 
Our  chief  signed  a.  paper  saying 
we  would  live  th$t  way.  Now  there  areii' 
any  Indians  roaming  wild  and  free. 
';  I  wish  there  were  so  I  could 

live  my  culture,  so  I  could  roam 
wild  and  free,  so  I  could 
just  be  me.  I 


Carothers 
Nicholson 


Sam  Nicholson 
Park  Senior  High  School 
Livingston  -  Grade  12 
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Red  Cherries 

w 
a 
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Elder  Poem 

Shana  Red  Cherries 
St.  Labre  Indian  Catholic  School 
Ashland  -  Grade  10 

I  stand  there  by  her  side 
while  she  messes  with  the  dough. 
She  tells  me  the  stories  of  when 
she  was  young. 
My  respect  dances  out 
for  my  grandma. 

As  she  slowly  puts  the  dough 
into  the  grease  she  gives  me 
a  signal  - 1  do  the  same. 
She  tells  me  to  keep  practicing, 
then  finally  I  get  it  perfect. 
Now  she  has  taught  me 
how  to  make  frybread. 


Fugere 


Tradition: 

Jocee  L.  Stewart 
St.  Labre  Indian  Catholic  School 
Ashland  -  Grade  10 

Your  value, 
is  your  strength. 
Your  strength, 
is  your 
traditional  ways 

The  ways 
of  your  people, 
is  the  meaning  of 
your  life. 

The  pow-wow 
is  the  heart  and  soul 
of  the  dancer. 

The  beat 
is  the  center 
of  the  meeting. 

The  feast 
pleases 
the  hunger 
in  us  all. 
Eat  and  cherish 
the  feeling 
of  satisfaction. 


Your  people 
are  your  family. 
Your  family 
is  who  you  live  for. 

The  meaning  of  your  life 
circles  around  your  family. 

Protect  and 
respect  them. 
Without  them 
you  are  nothing. 


Levi  Fugere 
Scobey  Schools 
Scobey  -  Grade  9 
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Rufus  M.  Spear 

St.  Labre  Indian  Catholic  School 

Ashland  -  Grade  10 

Fire, 

high  and  restless, 

burns  the  rocks 

and  warms  the  Earth. 

Darkness 

secures  the  dome, 

and  brings  the  spirits  to  be  seen. 

Look  into  the  rocks. 

Prayers 
fill  the  air, 

and  the  wind  starts  to  blow, 
bringing  forth  lightning. 

Songs 

whistle  through  the  air, 
and  rattles  shake  the  Earth. 
The  thunder  Captures  the  sky. 

"My  friend, 
build  the  fire, 
warm  the  Earth. 

Look  into  the  rocks  and  see  the  power. 
Pray  for  strength  and  knowledge. 
Bring  the  thunder, 
and  lightning, 
because  what  you  do 
is  good." 


Grass  Dancer 

Sheldon  Sandcrane 
St.  Labre  Indian  Catholic  School 
Ashland  -  Grade  10 

I  dance  to  the  beat  of 
the  Black  Lodge  singers, 

My  fringes  flying  wildly 
side  to  side. 

The  feathers  on  my  roach  are 
dancing  to  the  sound  of  my 
feet  hitting  the  ground. 

I  spin  around  in  circles 
with  my  hands  out,  and 
my  braids. 

I  dance, 

Therefore  I  am... 


Gilbert  Wolfe 
St.  Labre  Indian  Catholic  School 
Ashland  -  Grade  10 
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Eyes  Like  Twins 

Janelle  Holden 
Valier  High  School 

Valier  -  Grade  12  

In  one  afternoon  my  life  was  changed. 
Seasons  of  the  heart  come  and  go,  and  at 
that  time  my  heart  was  in  full-blown 
winter.  I  felt  like  my  whole  life  was  blurred 
around  the  edges;  somewhat  like  an 
overexposed  picture.  At  that  time,  loneliness 
blew  through  me  like  an  icy  wind.  I  was  in  a 
stage  where  even  when  I  was  totally 
surrounded  by  people,  I  was  still  alone. 

We  had  just  moved  to  the  city,  and  I  was 
having  a  difficult  time  adjusting.  Maybe  it 
was  because  I  didn't  want  to  adjust,  or  maybe 
it  was  because  I  didn't  try  to  adjust.  Nothing 
measured  up.  Not  my  new  room,  not  the 
school,  and  certainly  not  the  people.  I  was 
estranged  from  everything  that  had  kept  me 
comfortable.  Back  there  I  had  known  the 
boundaries.  I  knew  what  to  say,  what  to  do, 
and  how  to  act  to  fit  everyone's  perception  of 
me,  but  I  couldn't  do  that  here.  As  I  look 
back,  I  realize  that  I  didn't  have  the  courage 
to  stand  on  my  own  without  my  traditional 
props.  Defining  myself  was  too  hard  to  do,  so 
I  withdrew.  Hiding  behind  one's  shadow  can 
be  extremely  easy  when  everyone  around  you 
is  deaf  to  your  silent  cries  for  help.  You  want 
someone  to  notice  you  and  see  through  the 
mask.  My  family  didn't.  They  took  me  to  be 
in  a  state  of  defiance,  and  thought  it  for  my 
own  good  to  leave  me  alone.  Whenever  I 
would  withdraw,  my  dad  would  mumble  to 
my  mom,  "Don't  worry.  It's  only  a  stage. 
She'll  adjust."  If  only  I  had  the  same 
confidence  in  myself  as  my  dad  did. 

Six  months  after  the  move  I  was  jerked 
out  of  solitude.  There  was  an  art  museum  two 
blocks  from  where  I  lived,  and  I  had  taken  to 
going  there  about  once  a  week.  That  week 
had  been  especially  disturbing,  so  on 
Saturday  I  went  for  a  therapeutic  visit  to  "my" 
museum,  as  I  had  taken  to  calling  it.  The 
rain  was  falling  in  sheets,  and  by  the  time  I 
had  walked  the  two  blocks,  I  was  completely 
soaked.  Shaking,  I  entered  and  went  to  the 
exhibition  I  always  gravitated  to.  It  was  the 
personification  of  understanding — at  least  I 
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thought  it  was.  Two  people  were  centered  in 
the  picture,  and  they  were  both  facing 
opposite  directions.  What  was  interesting 
was  that  they  were  staring  at  each  other's 
eyes  in  their  reflections  in  mirrors  placed  in 
front  of  them.  It  was  as  if  they  were 
communicating  and  they  knew  something  the 
rest  of  us  didn't.  I  had  no  hope  of  anyone 
understanding  me,  and  I  desperately  longed 
for  communication  like  that. 

As  I  studied  the  picture,  the  hairs  on  the 
back  of  my  neck  stood  up.  Instinctively  I 
knew  that  I  was  being  watched,  but  strangely 
I  didn't  feel  threatened.  Instead  I  was  feeling 
a  sensation  of  comfort.  I  turned  around  and 
was  electrified  by  color  that  seemingly  was 
ubiquitous  in  the  room,  but  when  studied 
came  from  only  two  large  eyes.  Brown  waves 
of  sympathy  washed  over  me,  while  specks  of 
gold  understanding  blended  in  harmony 
along  the  waves.  Hours,  seconds,  or  minutes 
I  couldn't  tell  you,  but  I  know  that  a  lifetime 
of  comfort  blanketed  me.  The  intensity  of  it 
was  too  strong  for  me  to  handle,  and  finally  I 
dropped  my  gaze.  The  older  woman  staring 
at  me  smiled.  And  slowly  I  smiled  back. 

Suddenly  she  was  beside  me  saying,  "It's 
my  favorite  too."  For  a  moment  I  was 
stunned,  and  then  I  realized  she  was  talking 
about  the  painting.  "Did  you  realize  they 
were  twins?"  she  asked.  When  I  shook  my 
head  she  explained,  "Only  twins  of  the  soul 
can  be  that  close,  and  share  so  much  in  one 
expression.  Yet  they  are  both  individuals,  as 
you  can  see  from  the  directions  they  are 
facing."  Turning,  she  glared  into  my  eyes  as 
if  she  wanted  her  final  impression  to  last.  "It 
takes  courage  to  be  an  individual,  but  your 
soul  will  never  regret  it."  With  those  words, 
she  left  my  view  and  went  back  into  the  rain. 
I  was  paralyzed,  but  after  examining  the 
painting  again  I  smiled,  and  was  truly 
satisfied.  It's  hard  to  explain,  but  those 
words  helped  me  to  understand  myself.  My 
soul  began  to  breathe  again,  and  my  heart  to 
thaw  for  springtime. 

Holden 


Bodacious  Pencils 

Amber  King 

Radley  School 

East  Helena  -  Grade  3 

Striped,  funky  pencils 
drawing  quick 
Awesome  leads,  fantastic 
sticks 

sloppily  utensils 
scribbles. 
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Hyslop 


Thinking 

Veronica  Turner 
Meadowlark  Elementary 
Shelby  -  Grade  5 

Peaceful,  quiet 
Expanding  ideas  softly 
Quickly  closing,  slowly 
opening 

Miraculously,  thoughts 
explode. 


Turner 


Cassandra  Flores 
Great  Falls  High  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  12 


Scott  Hyslop 
Whittier  Elementary 
Butte  -  Grade  5 
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Fog  Magic 

Cara  Adams 
Saco  Public  School 
Saco  -  Grade  6 

It  is  very  early.  Much 
before  dawn.  A  thick 
blanket  of  fog  had  rolled 
in  the  night  before.  I  get 
dressed  and  go  outside.  This 
is  the  time  of  day  when  the 
whole  world  seems  at  peace. 
All  of  a  sudden,  a  unicorn 
comes  out  from  behind  some 
trees.  I  turn  around  and  see 
an  example  of  beauty,  power, 
magic.  The  majestic  animal 
is  pure  white.  Mane  and  tail, 
too.  The  horn  on  its  head 
looks  as  if  it  is  made  of  pure 
gold.  But  alas,  the  fog  is 
disappearing.  Dawn  is 
breaking.  I  watch  as  the  sun 
rises.  Remembering,  I  turn 
around.  Then  the  unicorn  is 
gone;  just  as  if  it  went  with 
the  fog.  Both  are  gone.  But 
the  fog  magic  still  lives  on. 
They'll  be  back  to  enchant 
again,  when  the  fog  rolls  in. 


The  Coming  of  Night 

Bryce  Weinert 
East  Middle  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  7 


Winters 
e 

■ 

i 

n 
e 
r 
t 


NIGHT 

Kevin  Ophus 
East  Middle  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  6 

DARK 

BRANCHES  REACH  OUT 

LIKE  FINGERS 
GROPING  FOR  LIGHT 
AWAITING 

THE  SUN 


Leo  Winters 
Devlin  School 
Havre  -  Grade  1 


The  sky  is  painted  with  colors:  purple,  orange,  and  pink. 
The  sun,  that  was  once  above  us,  is  now  slowly  beginning  to  sink. 
Some  stars  are  beginning  to  wake  up  showing  their  bright  little  heads 
While  the  pale  moon  is  rising  out  of  its  daytime  bed. 
The  moon  is  swiftly  climbing  to  its  dark  seat  in  the  sky, 
While  a  meteoroid  is  falling,  leaving  a  silvery  streak,  as  it  passes  by. 
The  sky  begins  to  darken,  turning  from  purple  to  dark  blue. 
The  grass  begins  to  dampen,  sprinkled  with  sparkling  dew. 
The  wind  blows  an  eerie  song  as  it  streaks  across  the  sky. 
The  crickets  wake  and  join  along  with  their  high-pitched  cry. 
An  owl  flies,  a  twig  breaks,  midnight  grows  near. 
The  sun  is  gone;  the  moon  is  high, 
Night  is  finally  here! 
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Cody  Calcaterra 
Butte  High  School 
Butte  -  Grade  12 


My  Mind  Exists  as  a  Gentle  Linen  Weaver 

Sarah  Donovan 
Great  Falls  High  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  12 

Tirelessly  thrusting  honest  bobbin  thread 
Through  warp  on  loom  with  long  creative  fingers, 
Silently,  cautiously  threading  heddles 
Producing  colorful  patterns, 
Measuring,  balancing  facts  and  feelings; 
Bending  impossibilities  to  tangible  realities; 
Transforming  impulses  to  action; 
The  weaver  like  a  spider  connects  warp  threads 

Into  the  web  or  the  fabric  of  thought. 
Details  in  cloth  exhibit  expectations  of  the  future, 
Everyday  tweeds  resulting  from  common  knowledge, 
Extensive,  wild  tapestry  work  generating  from 
Wisdom  and  Individuality, 
Assured  as  a  fierce  lion, 
Personal  expressions  output  in  clear  visions, 
Horrified  viewers  mock  the  creative  absurdity, 
While  enthralled  companions  recognize  the  power. 
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Kentucky  Rose 

Jared  Carter 
Bench  School 
Billings  -  Grade  6 

Sun  comes  up  on  Sunday  morn 

On  the  little  church  where  I've  been  since  I  was  born 
And  there  he  stood — a  hearty  smile, 
You  could  hear  his  voice  ring  out  for  a  country  mile. 
And  he  could  place  your  mind  at  ease 
With  his  tenderness  and  a  heart 
That  aimed  to  please. 
A  pauper's  hands  -  a  farmer's  clothes 
Just  a  preacher  man,  we  called 
Kentucky  Rose. 

He  worked  the  soul  like  he  worked 

the  land. 
He  spoke  in  ways  that  anyone 

could  understand. 
Simple  words  of  simple  faith, 
And  when  it  came  to  love, 
He  would  go  out  of  his  way. 
A  helping  hand,  a  soothing 

chat, 

And  he  practiced  what 

he  preached — 

imagine  that! 
And  as  far  as  kindness 

goes, 

There  was  none  compared  to  old 
Kentucky  Rose. 

Evening  stroll  'cross  Shiloh's 

Bridge, 
That's  when  he  saw  the  boy 
Trapped  below  that  rocky  ridge, 
He  knew  the  danger  he  would  face. 
But,  it's  as  if  he  saved  that  child 
Only  to  take  his  place. 
For  on  that  ridge  of  stone  and  ice, 
Kentucky  met  his  Maker  in  a  sacrifice. 
Why  he's  gone?  God  only  knows, 
Maybe  for  the  company  of  his  Kentucky  Rose. 

So  peaceful  in  his  Sunday  best, 
He  was  buried  on  a  hill  and  laid  to  rest. 
When  people  heard,  they  came  in  droves 
To  say  their  last  good-byes  to  Kentucky  Rose. 
And  on  that  hill,  one  flower  grows, 
They  say,  it's  the  spirit  of  Kentucky  Rose. 
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Heart  of  Loss 

Sigrid  Anders 
Helena  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  12 

Last  night,  I  came  in  from  outside. 
I  shook  out  my  boots, 
and  hung  my  shirt  on  the  wall. 
Then  I  looked  up, 

and  saw  your  old  jacket,  hanging  there 
I  hadn't  seen  it,  till  then. 
I  put  my  hands  in  the  pockets; 
they  were  soft,  and  clean. 
I  put  my  face  up  near, 
and  it  smelled  of  you; 
of  your  hair  and  its  curls. 
It  had  a  stain,  of  paint, 
when  we  painted  the  shed. 
And  it  had  horsehair, 
from  the  barn. 
The  zipper  is  worn  out, 
and  the  hood  is  wrinkled, 
from  all  the  times  I've  played. 
It  reminds  me  of  my  heart, 
old  and  used  many  times, 
to  keep  someone  warm, 
and  to  protect  them  from  the  rain 
Both  were  once  brand  new 
and  now  they  seem  worthless, 
from  too  many  storms. 
I  need  to  find  the  rainbow. 


Ben  Smith 
Fergus  High  School 
Lewistown  -  Grade  12 
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To  wed,  or  not  to  wed:  that  is  the  question: 
Whether  'tis  better  to  sit  and  wonder 
What  would  be  or  could  be 
Or  to  do  so  and  not  wonder  at  all, 

And  by  doing  so  leave  a  life  behind.  To  wed — to  marry 
No  more;  and  by  marrying  we  say  we  end 
The  worrying  and  suffering 
Over  not  being  loved.  It  is  something 
We  are  truly  scared  of.  To  Wed — to  marry. 
To  marry — perchance  to  be  loved:  ah,  there  is  the  problem! 
For  in  a  marriage  of  love  what  affection  might  come 
When  we  are  together, 
This  makes  us  think.  This  is  the  reason 
That  makes  a  marriage  last  so  long. 
For  who  would  bear  the  commitment  of  love  without 
The  affection  of  a  suitor,  the  tenderness  of  their  touch, 
The  passion  of  their  lovemaking,  the  longing  for  them  when  they  are  gone, 
The  intimacy  and  tenderness,  that  is  always  felt 
When  they  are  together  and  the 
Caring  that  is  felt  between  one  another, 
When  they  might  end  the  wondering 
With  just  one  uniting  vow?  Who  would  bear  the  trouble 
To  flirt  and  laugh  like  a  lover, 
But  the  contentment  after  marrying, 
The  joyous  life  of  love  that 

No  unmarried  person  knows — pushes  us  forward, 
And  compels  us  to  start  a  life  we  have  never  known 
Than  to  continue  the  routine  of  the  old  one? 
Therefore  the  thought  of  contentment  brings  devotion 

to  all  of  us, 
And  so  a  person's  wanting  to  marry 
Is  strengthened  by  such  thoughts, 
And  so  marrying  or  uniting 
On  review  of  such  thoughts  are  recognized 
And  we  decide  to  marry. 


A  whisper. 
A  giggle.  A  boyfriend's 
remark  shared  among  friends. 
Lipstick.  Eyeliner. 
A  kiss  at  night's 
end.  Magazines.  Phone  calls. 
What  are  you  going  to 


Amy  M.  Bauer 
C.  M.  Russell  H.S. 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  12 


wear?  Your 

best  friend. 

A  confidant. 
Someone  you  can  trust  in  to 
share.  A  dream.  A  future. 

I  hope  you 
get  there. 
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Sky  Matte 
Dodson  School 
Dodson  •  Grade  10 
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A  unique  trait 

Two  eyes 

Two  colors. 

On  the  left, 

a  green 

vet, 

almost  blue. 

A  mixture 

a 

blend. 

So  soft, 

so 

subtle... 

The  right 

very  bold. 

Deep 

deep  brown. 

Dark 

distinct 

demanding. 

A 

genetic 

imperfection 

one 

one 

recessive...  dominant, 

yet, 

both 

encompassing. 

The 

feelings  of 

compassion... 

emotions. 

security... 

love. 

When 

you 

love  someone 

so  j 

much... 

you  look... 

into 

their  eyes. 

The  world 

dissolves, 

diminishes 

into 

nothingness, 

And 

you 

feel  safe. 

Complimenting, 

yet 

contrasting 

unique 

beautiful. 

Darci  Otto 

Big  Sandy  High  School 
Big  Sandy  -  Grade  12 
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Katie  McCarvel 
Capital  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  10 


STUDENT  WRITINGS  from  the  MONTANA  ARTS  COUNCIL 
ARTISTS-IN-SCHOOLS/COMMUNITIES  PROGRAM 

1993-94 

This  Montana  Arts  Council  Artists-in-Schools/Community  Program  section  features  student  work  done 
during  a  residency  with  a  visiting  writer  in  the  school.  MAC  administers  this  program  and  supports 
half  of  the  cost  of  visiting  artists.  For  more  information  on  this  program,  contact  the  Montana  Arts 
Council  Artists-in-Schools/Community  Program,  316  N  Park  Ave.,  Helena,  MT  59620. 

The  artists  who  did  writing  workshops  with  the  students  in  this  section  are: 
John  Brandi  -    Billings  Senior  High  School 

Park  City  Schools 
Lee  Evans  -       Castle  Rock  Middle  School,  Billings 

Clancy  Elementary 
Ripley  Hugo  -    Billings  West  High  School 

Lincoln  School 

West  Yellowstone  Regional  Foundation 
Lowell  Jaeger  -  Bigfork  High  School 
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Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Section 


The  whole  length  of  my  hand 
from  the  bottom  of  my  palm  to 
the  tops  of  my  fingers,  the 
tips  smooth  from  all  the 
yearly  accomplishments  and 
goals  but, 

wet  still  able  to  be  printed. 
My  finger 

tips  different  from  all  the 
rest  like,  a 

single  snowflake  from  the 
strong  sky. 

Lines  of  life,  birth,  and  death, 
swirling  softly  in  the  depths  of 
long  creases  of  reality.  In  the 
anger  or  the  pain  our  hands 
go  through  every  day  show 
steaming  fury  of  scars,  cuts, 
and  the  cracks  that  from 
over  time  form  these  scars  of 
memories. 

Rita  Knox 
Bigfork  High  School 
Bigfork  -  Grade  11 
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Mark  Riddle 
Helena  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  10 


9* 
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When  I  Was  Little 

Alisha  Pearson 
Lincoln  School 
Lincoln  -  Grade  1 

When  I  was  little 
I  put  two  fingers  up 
and  said  I  was  sixteen, 
and  my  dad  laughed  at  me. 


Pearson 

^^^^^^^^^ 

i  ™" 


Prescott 
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When  I  Was  Little 

Dillon  Krier 
Lincoln  School 
Lincoln  -  Grade  1 

When  I  was  little 
I  rode  on  my  dog 
and  I  got  bucked  off. 
It  was  dumb. 


I  Remember 

Austin  Prescott 
Lincoln  School 
Lincoln  -  Grade  1 
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I  remember  when  I  was 
a  little  boy  with 
my  truck. 


Chelsea  Dawn  Roy 
Hellgate  Elementary 
Missoula  -  Grade  3 
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As  I  sit  on  the  rock  outside  my  house  thinking 
I  am  alarmed  by  the  ding  sound  my  mom  rings 
when  it  is  time  to  eat 
I  don't  want  to  leave  this  place 
I  am  in  a  place  where  I  feel  a  little  deserted 
but  I  love  the  feeling 

I  am  alone,  but  my  mind  is  burning  with  thoughts 
When  things  are  rough  I  take  my  mind  off  them 
I  go  to  my  secret  spot 

Just  being  there  brightens  everything  around  me 

It  makes  things  so  important  to  me 

It  makes  me  think  of  things 

I  wouldn't  have  ever  thought  of  before 

It  erases  my  bad  dreams  and  fills  them  with  something  good 

Cari  Aschim 
Bigfork  High  School 
Bigfork  -  Grade  11 


Roy 
i 

o 

Aschim 


Breanna  Justine  Roy 
Hellgate  Elementary 
Missoula  -  Grade  1 
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You  Dream 

Josey  Rios 
Lincoln  School 
Lincoln  -  Grade  6 

You,  in  a  Mansion. 
You,  in  a  Lambargini  Diablo. 
You,  with  the  pedal  to  the  metal. 

You,  an  Engineer. 
You,  with  all  the  Money! 
You,  and  a  basketball  Star 
(Such  as  Michael  Jordon). 
You,  with  that  girl  you've  been  DREAMING  for. 

How  did  you  get  all  of  that? 


Comfort 

Rene  Watts 

Billings  Senior  High  School 
Billings  -  Grade  11 

the  father  who 
doesn't  want 
me  even  though 
I've  tried 
little  window 
of  light  in  my  room 
so  many  pictures 
of  people 
called  "friends" 
and  the  rain 
that  makes  me 
smile 

colored  pencils 
a  bible  I  don't 
understand 
blue  wallpaper  I 
hate 

kit  kats  and 
lemons 

a  cat  with  sad  green 
eyes  and  a 
blue  elephant 
with  an  elastic 
nose 

overdue  library 
books 

crickets  and 
spiders 

photo  albums  and 
every  letter  heidi 
ever  sent  me 
twelve  pairs  of  shoes 
and  a  junior  high 
band  sweatshirt 
lock  and  a 
key 

and  a  paper 
cup 

that  keeps 
it  all 
together 
lyrics 
from  the 
cure 

all  the  burned 
diaries 


Kelsey  O'Leary 
Radley  School 
East  Helena  -  Grade  1 


and  a  runny 
nose 
I  can't 
catch 
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Linanon 


Place  of  Peace 

Nicole  Linanon 
Park  City  High  School 
Park  City  -  Grade  10 

a  woman  searching  to  find,  at  last, 
a  peace  to  forever  stay  within  her  soul 
guarding  it  from  pain,  like  armor, 
within  her,  an  everlasting  desire  for  happiness 
reaches  out, 
calling 

screaming  for  contentment, 
and  now  a  freedom 
that  only  the  green  sea,  huge  cliffs  of  rock 
and  a  being  alone  can  deliver! 
the  air... crisp,  caressing,  clean 
...cleanses  the  pain 
cleanses  away  the  hurt 
that  life  delivers  so  generously. 


Dorwart 


Alicia  Dorwart 

Dawson  County  High  School 

Glendive  -  Grade  9 


Coutu 


Lines  of  Memory 

Brook  Robinson 
Bigfork  High  School 
Bigfork  -  Grade  12 


Robinson 


Slopping  in  my        Squish  it  through 
My  digits  as 
The  grit  sands 
My  knuckles. 


Sand  box  full 
Of  mud. 

Grab  a  glob 
That  stains  my 
Hands  with  brown. 


Soon  after 
At  my  snacks, 

I  lick  my 
Finger  prints 
Free  from  the 
Tangy  cheese  dust. 
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Walter  Coutu 
Sunnyside  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  3 


Ode  To  A  Dream 

Jenna  Jacobsen 
Castle  Rock  Middle  School 
Billings  -  Grade  8 

In  the  deep  sleep  of  your  mind 
and  soul, 

You  feel  safe,  relaxed,  and  alone 
Then  you  feel  yourself 
lifting,  lifting  as  light  as  a  leaf. 
Floating,  flying  until  you're 
in  a  world  that  is  beyond 
fear,  beyond  enemies. 
You  can  fly,  swim,  breathe, 
eat,  and  feel  the  way 
you've  always  wanted  to  feel, 
but  have  kept  inside 
for  fear  it  will  come  out 
wrong. 

You  know  now  that  in 
this  dream,  this 
second  life, 

you  can  live  and  be,  forever. 
And  for  these  reasons, 
you  "ODE"  to  your  dreams, 
for  your  dreams 
give  you  another 
chance. 


Jolene  Stancil 
Three  Forks  High  School 
Three  Forks  -  Grade  11 


Untitled 

Nate  Kottke 

Billings  West  High  School 

Billings  -  Grade  12 

In  nightmares 
where  I'm  falling, 

and  falling, 
and  falling  and  falling 
I've  hit  ground. 

Twice. 
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Adrian  Kills  Night 
Colstrip  High  School 
Colstrip  -  Grade  11 


Siegmund 

I  hate  history, 
I  don't  live  in  the  past, 
My  friends  and  the  future, 
That's  what  will  last. 


Stories  and  folklore 
Have  all  been  played  out, 
Ancient  old  tales 
I  can  do  without. 

I've  lived  in  this  town 
For  fourteen  long  years, 
I've  heard  all  the  stories 
Of  cowboys  and  bears, 

And  frankly  I'm  sick 
Of  Mountain  Man  John, 
And  the  petrified  forest, 
And  its  petrified  songs, 

So  don't  talk  to  me 
About  your  phony  old  past. 
My  friends  and  the  future, 
That's  what  will  last. 

Waylan  Graham 

West  Yellowstone  Regional  Foundation 
West  Yellowstone  -  Grade  10 
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My  garage  was  a  mess 
when  something  caught 
my  eye,  a  little  black  ant, 
shining  in  the  sun. 

Carl  Siegmund 
Clancy  Elementary 
Clancy  -  Grade  4 
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Kevin  Durney 
Longfellow  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  3 


Handicapped  Dance 

Julie  Mitzel 

Billings  West  High  School 
Grade  12 

Go  in  and  pick  up  your  sister 

I  want  to  say  no, 

But  I  can't.  That's  too  selfish. 

The  door  opens  and  the 

smells  assault  me. 

Grape  juice,  smoke,  urine, 

potato  chips. 

The  scary  empty  eyes. 

Braces,  wheelchairs,  crutches, 

head  gear. 

They  stare  at  me.  Touch  my 
hair.  Drool. 

I  am  revulsed.  I  don't  want  to 
be, 

but  I  am.  I  am  guilty. 

This  is  the  same  space  where 
my 

proms  have  been. 

But  these  couples  aren't  made 

up  and 

fake.  They  are  real. 

My  sister  stands.  Healthy, 
happy, 

able  to  speak,  dance  and  feed 
herself. 

I  am  lucky.  When  I  leave,  she 

will 

follow. 

A  Room 

Jonna  Denson 
Park  City  Schools 
Park  City  -  Grade  6 


Jasmine  Gardner 
Linderman  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  7 


Like  clothes  and  furniture  we  are 
created 

The  lips  remain  frozen 

the  eyes  are  like  two  picture  perfect 
paintings 

The  skin  is  an  exotic  refuge 


Among  the  feature  of  the  room 
I  am  a  greeting  for  just  one  person. 
I  am  a  dream 
For  someone  to  come  true. 


Gardner, 

Denson 
Mitzel 
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Christina  Edwards 
Lockwood  Schools 
Billings  -  Grade  5 


The  Funny  Ball  Lost 

Kelly  Harvey 
Lincoln  School 
Lincoln  -  Grade  2 


Once  I  had  a  ball  that  fell  in  the  river 
and  I  was  too  late  to  get  on  the  bridge 
to  get  it.  I  could  not  find  it.  It  was 
in  a  deep  part  of  the  water.  Trout  came 
to  get  food.  They  played  with  my  ball. 
I  got  it  away  from  them. 

Then  me  and  my  friend  played  ball. 
Then  we  played  volley  ball.  Then  we 
Played  kickball.  Then  we  played  soccerball. 
Then  we  played  hit  ball. 
It  had  a  funny  face. 
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"First  Kiss" 

Jason  Turgeon 
Billings  West  High  School 
Billings  -  Grade  12 

It's  best  approached  at  about  70  miles  per  hour. 
This  narrow,  deserted  country  road  is  ideal. 
A  perfect  spot  to  make  up  for  lost  time,  if 
you  can  stop  the  green.  It  distracts,  this 
color  of  low  trees  and  surrounding  pastures, 
After  all  the  years  in  the  drab  amber  and 
gray  pit  -  city  of  Billings  to  the  West.  A 
fading  yellow  sign  attached  itself  to  the 
eyes.  Posted  too  late,  it  reads,  "Limited 
Sight  Distance.  25  MPH." 
You  plunge... 

...Taken  unaware,  the 
free  fall  hits  you  like  the  first  kiss. 
The  eyes  flutter  shut.  The  stomach 
disengages  itself  from  the  body  entirely. 
The  heart  makes  friends  with  the  epiglottis. 
But  all  too  soon  he  returns  to  the  ribcage 
and  the  stomach  comes  home  and  the  pupils 
contract.  At  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  you 
slow  and  swerve  around  an  ancient  Irish  Setter 
sunning  himself  in  your  lane. 
Someday  he  will  lose  his  luck.  But  for  now 
he  trusts  you  and  you  act  in  good  faith  and 
life  returns  to  normal.  Almost. 


g&  -ASS* 


AWAY 

Dawn  Saul 

West  Yellowstone  Regional  Foundation 
West  Yellowstone  -  Grade  10 

I  don't  want  to  stay  here. 

I  just  want  to  go  for  awhile. 

Four  months,  is  that  too  much  to  ask? 

I  just  want  to  see  my  friends, 
Old  family,  and  places  of  memory. 
Just  a  short  time,  is  that  too  much? 


Jason  Simpson 
Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  12 


It's  not  that  I  hate  this  place. 
It's  fun,  but  I  just  want  a  break. 
A  clean  sweep,  is  that  too  much? 
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A  Peace  Mind 

Dang  Duong 

Billings  Senior  High  School 

Billings  -  Grade  11 


Aspenlieder 
Duong 


What  is  it  I  have  to  struggle  with? 

Is  that  the  test  tomorrow  or  the  echoes  of  my  mind? 

I  don't  want  to  lie  nor  to  hide, 

But  admit  I,  sometimes,  I  got  wild. 

I  want  to  lay  on  the  beach  in  the  dusk.  I  want  to 

adventure  on  the  river. 

I  want  to  scribble  a  phrase  with  mystery  like  a  ghost. 

I  want  to  hear  the  sound  of  bells  and  drums,  the 

roar  of  war  and  death. 

But  then  I  close  my  eyes  and  find  peace. 

I  want  to  ride  my  bicycle.  I  want  to  dream  of  the 

wind  through  my  hair. 

I  want  to  sit  on  the  porch  and  enjoy  the  moonlight 
of  the  placid  night. 

I  want  to  dream  of  a  rice  field  that  every  breeze 
makes  a  moving  wave. 

In  the  dark  starry  night  I  walk  away  from  the  edge 
of  life. 

I  will  not  be  shy  any  more  since  with  a  few 
lapses  of  time 

The  sun  will  rise  and  the  day  turn  bright. 
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Elissa  Jones 
Lincoln  School 
Lincoln  -  Grade  6 

You  in  this  little  town  feeling  bored 
You  feel  like  going  to  far  off  places, 
places  you  have  never  seen  before. 
You  might  go  to  France 
or  maybe  Australia 
You  want  to  see  animals, 
an  elephant  or  a  giraffe. 
You'd  like  to  go  away 
But  can  you  decide? 


Kerianne  Kirby 
North  Middle  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  6 


When  the  House  Next  Door  Blew  Down 

Carly  Delsigne 
Clancy  Elementary 
Clancy  -  Grade  7 


Remember  the  great  explosion  that  sounded  the  morning  of  that  summer 
day  and  how  our  house  shook. 

Remember  my  little  sister  falling  off  the  kitchen  table  still  a  baby. 
Remember  our  big  picture  window  filled  with  total  destruction. 
Remember  the  great  worried  look  on  our  mother's  face. 


Remember  the  frantic  excitement  of  our  house. 


Remember  the  neighbors  that  saved  lives. 

Remember  the  sounds  of  hoses  scraping  the  dry  ground. 

Remember  the  shouts  as  wet  blankets  were  thrown  over  the  men  striving 
to  get  into  the  blazing  heat. 

Remember  the  worried  calls  to  the  fire  department  20  miles  away — 
remember  we  made  two? 


Remember  the  destruction  of  that  day:  a  huge  house  in  ashes,  the 
survivors  able  to  walk  away. 


Remember  that  they  weren't  all  survivors.  Lost  were  two  dogs  that  brave 
neighbors  could  not  save  from  that  house  next  door  on  that  would-be 
bright  summer  day. 
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Trail  of  Tears 

Lisa  Daniels 

Billings  West  High  School 

Billings  -  Grade  12 

I  long  to  run 

in  the  quake  of  the  bison 

under  the  shadow  of  the  eagle. 

I  yearn  for  the  sympathetic  touch 

of  the  strong  ground 

beneath  my  bare  feet. 
I  dream  of  circling 

the  dancing  fire 

with  painted  face  and 

feathers  in  my  hair, 

celebrating  the  day  and  the  night, 
life  and  death. 

I  wish  I  were  at  peace  - 

singing  a  sacred  song  to  the  Great  Spirit, 

hugging  the  earth 
as  if  it  were  my  mother,  my  friend,  my  lover. 

I  want  to  feel  the  wind 
blowing  freely  through  me, 
to  plunge  my  hands  into  the  river  and 
feel  the  years  passing  through  my  fingers, 
to  let  the  sunlight 
engulf  me  with  its  honest  warmth. 


I  know  this  natural  harmony  is  in  me. 
I  feel  the  blood  of  my  ancestors 
coursing  through  mine; 
it  tells  me  of  their  ways. 

But  this  is  not  the  white  man's  ways, 
this  is  not  the  modern  way, 
this  is  not  the  "civilized"  way, 
and  this  is  not  the  American  way. 

Each  step  I  take  leads  me  down  a  road  - 
not  a  road  pounded  out  by  bison  or  ponies, 
but  a  concrete  road  pounded  out  by  bulldozers 
and  expectations. 

Oh,  Great  Spirit  - 1  am  sorry. 

Each  time  the  blood  of  my  ancestors 

passes  through  my  heart 

I  feel  their  sorrow; 
it  pains  me  to  know 

I  will  never  do  as  they  did. 

Incidentally,  their  way  is  not 
my  father's  way  either. 
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Nona  Morrison 
St.  Ignatius  Middle  School 
St.  Ignatius  -  Grade  8 


Herriges 


I 


0 


I  - 


<-<>z 
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Luke  Herriges 

Radley  School 

East  Helena  -  Grade  2 


The  Stream 

Jeremiah  Hillier 
West  Yellowstone  Regional  Foundation 
West  Yellowstone  -  Grade  8 

One  very  pretty  day 
I  went  to  a  stream. 

The  only  sound  you 
could  hear  was  the 
sound  of  a  ripple. 

It  was  full  of  greens 
blues  reds  and  even 
some  blacks. 
I  only  go  here 
when  I  am  sad. 
I  go  here  because 
it  is  pretty 
I  go  here  because 
it  is  quiet. 

I  went  to  a  stream 
The  stream  was  full 
of  moss. 

The  moss  was  green,  red 
blue  and  black 
The  moss  is  the  only  thing 
that  makes  me  feel  like 
I  am  wanted 
like  I  belong. 
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Annual  Trip 

Alana  Jelacie 
West  High  School 
Billings  -  Grade  12 

4  o'clock  a.m.  we  begin 
Our  drive 
In  the  dark. 
By  9  tonight 
We  will  be  at  grandma's 
Drinking  7-Up 
From  cool  green  bottles, 
Eating  red  jello, 
Slurping  in  the  home-made 
Chicken  noodle  soup. 
The  family  is  all  there. 
It's  Christmas,  and  tomorrow 
We'll  all  go  sledding. 


Emily  Avery 
Linderman  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  7 


With  Grammy 
Walking  on  the  warm  sand 

Together 
The  water  touches  our  shoes 
As  we  lift  our  hands  filled  with  bread 
Feeding  the  gulls  that  surround  us 

We  laugh  and  find  pretty  shells 
Colors  of  clouds  in  the  setting  sun 

The  water  reaches  our  knees 
As  we  wade  out  to  the  coral  rocks 
In  our  canvas  shoes 
We  stand  against  the  waves  that  almost  push  us  over 
Arm  in  arm 
We  walk  home,  happy,  smiling 
Together 
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Carrie  Beth  Olson 
Castle  Rock  Middle  School 
Billings  -  Grade  7 


LEAVING 

Jennifer  Niles 
Park  City  High  School 
Park  City  -  Grade  11 

leaving  isn't  easy 
but  you  gotta  do 
what  you  gotta  do. 
life  is  waiting 
time  won't 
so  you  get  in 
your  little  blue  chevy 
and  head  for  college 
where  Mom  won't  be 
to  take  care  of  you. 

one  last  look 
before  you  pull  out 

of  that  driveway 
onto  life's  highway, 
the  gray  house 
you  grew  up  in, 
the  green  lawn 
you  always  had  to  mow, 
the  purple  lilacs 
you  helped  plant 
when  you  were  eleven, 
all  just  a  memory, 
you  get  on  the  interstate, 
your  head  spinning, 
the  feedlot  smell  fades, 
the  cars  passing  you 
no  longer  all  have 
32  license  plates, 
the  cities  get  bigger 
and  closer  together. 

the  people 
in  the  oncoming  cars 
don't  wave 
when  they  see  you 
through  their  bug  splattered 
windshield, 
honking  horns, 
tall  buildings  surround 
you,  until  you  feel 
you  can't  breathe. 


fear  grips  your  heart 
you  realize 
you  weren't  as  prepared 
as  you  thought  you  were, 
throughout  the  course 
of  time 
you  adjust 
to  the  smell  of  exhaust 
and  when  you  go  home  for 
a  visit 
you  realize 
you  don't 
belong  there  anymore 
and  it  scares  you 
because... 
where  do  you  belong? 


Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Section 


Garcia  C 


Self  Portrait  As  the  Wind 

Virginia  Johnson 
Clancy  Elementary 
Clancy  -  Grade  4 

I  can  take  your  hat 
I  can  take  your  poem 
You  can  not  see  me 
I  always  blow  and  blow 
But  sometimes  the  sun  is  too  hot 
And  I  go  away  because  it's 
stronger  than  me. 
But  I  can  sometimes  beat  the 
sun  out  in  the  morning.  If  I  do 
It'll  be  a  windy  day. 


r 


Johnson 

w 
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Walking  down  an  old  road 

Tara  Garcia 
Clancy  Elementary 
Clancy  -  Grade  4 

My  mother  and  I  were 
walking  down  a  road.  And 
we  saw  something  melted  together 
like  a  bird. 
It  was  beautiful 
We  went  up  to  it  and 
it  was  just  a  plastic  cup. 
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Aimee  Crowley 
Shepherd  High  School 
Shepherd  -  Grade  10 


Eyes 

Ashley  Chuter 
Lincoln  School 
Lincoln  -  Grade  3 

My  eyes  are  brown.  Brown  is  a  pretty  color. 
Cats'  eyes  glow  at  night.  It  scares  me. 
But  dogs'  eyes  don't.  Owls'  eyes  glow 
especially  at  night.  There  are  all  kinds 
of  eyes.  Some  glow  and  some  don't  glow. 

N  s 

This  is  just  to  say 
I  am  sorry  I  ate 
all  the  cookies. 

But  they  were  so  soft  and  gooey. 
After  you  eat  one  you  cannot  stop. 
If  they  sat  in  the  jar  the  whole  time 
they  would  become  all  hard  and  crunchy. 
They  looked  like  round  flat 
frisbees  spotted  with  brown  mud. 
All  I  wanted  to  do  was  catch  them 
between  my  teeth, 
and  I  did. 

Maggie  Keating 
Clancy  Elementary 
Clancy  -  Grade  4 
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Keating 


Chuter 


The  Unfortunate 

Abby  Todd 

West  Yellowstone  Regional  Foundation 
West  Yellowstone  -  Grade  9 

I  once  visited  a  place  of  horror 
A  place  of  death 

A  place  where  I  can  still  hear  the  screams 
from  that  night  long  ago. 
A  place  where  fallen  rocks  and  trees 
mark  the  graves  of  the  unfortunate. 


I  once  stood  upon  a  hill  and  looked 
out  upon  a  slide  that  took  many  lives. 
Not  the  kind  of  slide  where  you  hear 
children  laughing  or  children  screaming, 
But  the  kind  where  you  hear  the  moans 
and  cries  of  the  families  and  loved  ones 
of  the  unfortunate. 

I  look  into  the  sky  and  pray  that  nothing 
like  this  will  happen  in  the  future. 
I  pray  that  the  horror  and  pain  that 
they  felt,  I  won't  feel.  And  I  hope 
that  I,  too,  am  not  unfortunate. 


Todd 
Dome 


Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Section 
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Craig  Lay 
Lockwood  Elementary 
Billings  -  Grade  4 


Who  Will  Know? 

Chassidy  Walsted 

West  Yellowstone  Regional  Foundation 

West  Yellowstone  -  Grade  9 

Up  in  the  high  mountains 

sat  an  old  dark  cabin. 

But  now  it  has  been  abandoned. 

Somebody  once  lived  there 

I  know.  Little  objects  like  a  can, 

pans,  cups,  silverware,  beds 

and  many  more  sat  there  all  alone. 

I  wonder  who  it  was 

and  how  many  years  ago. 

Why  they  were  there 

Why  they  had  to  go. 

I  guess  I  will  never  know. 


Rubble 

Gretchen  Kirkpatrick 

West  Yellowstone  Regional  Foundation 

West  Yellowstone  -  Grade  10 

Walking  past  the  rubble 

That  used  to  be  someone's  home, 

The  rubble  barely  two  feet  high, 

It  looks  as  it  if  burnt  down 

Very  long  ago. 

I  wonder  who  lived  there 

Are  they  still  alive? 

Were  they  strong  and  honest? 

Did  they  believe  in  each  other? 

Was  it  a  family? 

Or  someone  all  alone? 

Wondering  what  did  they  do 

As  I  slowly  walk  by. 


w 

Lay 


Kirkpatrick 
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d 
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AmoebasAnd  I  Get  Along 

Chris  Middleton 
Park  City  Schools 
Park  City  -  Grade  6 

An  Amoeba  is  quick  in  water, 
A  very  intelligent  soul 
For  just  one  cell. 

Microscope  lights,  though,  make  it 
Shy  at  times. 

It  may  sometimes  be  awkward 
In  a  small  plant-covered  pond. 

Like  the  Amoeba  I  am  intelligent. 
I  am  sometimes  shy  and  awkward. 
Most  of  the  time 
I  reside  in  a  plant-covered  pond. 
In  the  spotlight 
I  sometimes  smile, 
But  in  the  spotlight 
I  sometimes  have  nothing 
But  a  jell-like  coating 
To  protect  me  from  humiliation 
With  my  see-through  body  and  thoughts 


Jon  Roberts 
Butte  High  School 
Butte  -  Grade  11 
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Jessica  Sheehy 
RE.  Miley  School 
Big  Sandy  -  Grade  3 


Sheehy 


Who  I'd  Like  To  Be 

Ryan  Pool 
Park  City  Schools 
Park  City  -  Grade  6 

I  am  a  shining  brass  trumpet  sitting  in 
a  dusty  old  case. 

I  am  a  great  shark  that  eats  all  the  fish 
at  the  bottom  of  the  ocean. 

I  am  the  tree  sitting  in  the  yard  that  nobody 
wants. 

I  am  the  hawk  that  swoops  and  dives  in 
the  sky  blue  air. 

I  am  the  great  deer  in  the  forest  that  everyone 
wants  to  shoot. 


M4l 
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Ben  Pratt 
Fergus  High  School 
Lewistown  -  Grade  11 


Sex,  Life,  and  All 

Rebecca  Odeen 
Billings  Senior  High  School 
Billings  -  Grade  11 

2  hearts 

Beating  through  1  body 
A  gold  bracelet 
Chicken  tetrazini 
No  place  to  call  home 
A  father  w/  a  heart 
Of  stone 

Cherry  popsicles 

Silent  speaking  that 

I'm  learning  slowly 

Negligees  and 

Lace  nighties 

A  mother  who  is  really 

Only  a  child 

The  Cure 

and  John  Lennon 

Sometimes  Mariah 

Carey 

A  white  Oldsmobile 
1988 

Virgin  writings 
Unprotected  sex 
Hurtful  love 
Caramel  apples  & 
Cinnamon  candy 
Gooey  taffy 
Expensive  shoes 
A  ring  with  green 
Loving  younger  siblings 
A  frightening  history 
Test 

A  closet  full  of  dusty 

Clothes 

Obstetricians 

a  stepmom  w/  a  very 

Flat  butt 

Dreams  and  fantasies 

Worries 

Stress 

and 

Wonder 

Wide-eyed  to  the 
Unpredictable  world 
Lost  men 

And  phoney  people 
Fashion  magazines 
Peace  &  hate 
Abuse  &  acceptance 
Fear  of  the  dentist 
A  kick  in  the  bladder 
With  backaches 
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The  5  W's 

Carmelita  Ruiz 

Billings  Senior  High  School 

Billings  -  Grade  11 

the  thoughts  of  a  woman  was 
where  she  was 
she  was  the  thoughts  racing 
in  a  cluttered  head 

the  amazement 
and  wonder 
was  what  she  was 


the  excitement 
of  disaster 
was  who  she 
was 

the  spur  of 
the  moment 
was  when  she 
was 


the  natural  happenings  of 
two  beings 
was  why  she 
was 


Nickie  Croonenberghs 
C.S.  Porter  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  8 
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The  Small  Place  in  the  Road 

Billie  Jo  Smock 
Lincoln  School 
Lincoln  -  Grade  6 

Once  there  was 
a  small  place  in 
the  road.  The  road 
was  rough  but  fun. 
You  herd  the  sheep 
all  day.  In  the  long, 
stretchy  meadow 
is  where  you  usually 
stay.  You  sit  in  the 
shade  with  your  dog. 
We'd  herd  in  the  sun 
or  in  the  woods,  we'd 
have  fun  all  day  long. 
We'd  sometimes  catch 
some  sheep  on  the 
gravely  road  where 
the  trees  will  grow, 
and  so  will  the  grass. 
Down  by  the  creek  in 
the  stretchy  meadow 
where  we  herd  the  sheep 
all  day,  here  comes 
the  evening,  then  night 
will  fall.  In  the  stretchy 
meadow  is  where  it  will 
come.  In  the  small  place 
in  the  road. 


K 
u 

s 

Clancy 
©  k 
r 


Darcy  Barnes 
Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  10 


Barnes 


Melissa  Kusler 
East  Middle  School 
Butte  -  Grade  7 
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SOMEONE  PUTS  A  COCONUT  TOGETHER 

Group  Poem 
Clancy  Elementary 
Clancy  -  Grade  7 

1.  A  basket  woven  to  perfection. 

2.  A  person  who  is  unloved. 

3.  An  unopened  flower,  a  bulb. 

4.  A  bowling  ball  forgotten  in  a  patch  of  grass. 

5.  A  hard-shelled  water  balloon. 

6.  A  sun  held  up  in  the  sky  by  a  cloud. 

7.  An  old  man  sitting  on  a  bench  thinking  about 
the  last  strands  of  hair  on  his  head. 

8.  A  symbol  of  a  deserted  island. 

9.  A  combination  of  a  potato  and  a  bowling  ball  or  a 
turnip. 

10.  A  hairy  little  creature  from  the  school  lunchroom. 

11.  A  globe  filled  with  unknown  waters. 


Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Section 


The  small  vink  bud  yawns 
Shaking  youth  from  its  petals. 
Spreading  to  meet  life. 


Rebecca  Huseby 
Circle  High  School 
Circle  -  Grade  12 


Contributors 


Name  Grade 

Adams,  Cara  6 

Allen,  Jeffrey  1 

Allison,  Justin  12 

Anders,  Sigrid  12 

Anderson,  Chris  3 

Anderson,  Lisa  11 

Anderson,  Evan  1 

Arlint,  Mandy  7 

Aschim,  Cari  11 

Aspenlieder,  L'auren  3 

Avery,  Emily  7 

Barnes,  Darcy  10 

Bauer,  Amy  M  12 

Beddow,  Shannon  6 

Bekker,  Mike  7 

Ben-Youssef,  Nadia  4 

Bengston,  Emily  11 

Bick,  Robin  4 

Billette,  Jacque   12 

Blanks,  Matt  10 

Brandewie,  Bill   6 

Brunsvold,  Casey  L  6 


City  Page 

.  Saco  48 

.  East  Helena  3 

.  Poison  39 

.  Helena  51 

.  East  Helena  3 

.  Glasgow  6 

.  Stevensville  34 

.  Billings  23 

.  Bigfork  58 

.  Glendive   66 

.  Kalispell   70 

.  Kalispell   80 

.  Great  Falls  52 

.  Billings  33 

.  Scobey  26 

.  Sidney  30 

.  Columbia  Falls  34 

.  Charlo  13 

.  St.  Ignatius  19 

.Three  Forks  35 

.  Bigfork  32 

.  Sidney  32 
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Name  Grade 

Calcaterra,  Cody  12 

Carothers,  Stephani  4 

Carter,  Jared  6 

Chuter,  Ashley  3 

Clancy,  Erin  8 

Clancy,  Group  7 

Clark,  Marlene  4 

Clouse,  Dana  6 

Coble,  Lily   3 

Coutu,  Walter  3 

Cravens,  Scott  M  8 

Croonenberghs,  Nickie  ...  8 

Crowley,  Aimee  10 

Crump,  Rob  12 

Dahl,  Jason  10 

Daniels,  Lisa  12 

Delsigne,  Carly  7 

Delsigne,  Jill  6 

Denson,  Jonna  6 

DeVries,  Melissa   8 

Dodds,  Michelle  3 

Dome,  Raena  12 

Donovan,  Sarah  12 

Dorwart,  Alicia  9 

Drown,  Darcy  6 

DuMont,  Drew  4 

Duong,  Dang  11 

Durney,  Kevin  3 

Edwards,  Christina  5 

Ehresman,  Katie  D  5 

Elkins,  Bob  9 

Emerson,  Justin  7 

Estill,  Maria  11 

Etter,  Tory  10 

Evans,  Elisha  4 

Evans,  Jessica  6 

Fercho,  Kira   8 

Flores,  Cassandra  12 

Fontaine,  Heidi  11 

Ford,  Jessica  6 

Freeman-Levin,  Ann  11 

Friez,  Rusty  4 

Fugere,  Levi   9 

Garcia,  Tara   4 

Gardner,  Jasmine  7 

Graham,  Waylan  10 

Gray,  Katie  7 

Gray  III,  James  C  3 

Hafla,  Karla  8 

Hall,  Brian  12 

Harshbarger,  Julia  Kay  ..  7 

Harvey,  Kelly  2 

Hatzenbuehler,  Mark  4 

Herriges,  Luke  2 


City  Page 

Butte  49 

Helena  43 

Billings  50 

Lincoln  73 

Helena  42 

Clancy  80 

Medicine  Lake  30 

Helena  22 

Poison  18 

Great  Falls  60 

Helena  31 

Missoula  79 

Shepherd  72 

St.  Ignatius  10 

Glasgow  37 

Billings  68 

Clancy  67 

Clancy  5 

Park  City  63 

Red  Lodge  28 

Huntley  Project  20 

Kalispell   74 

Great  Falls  49 

Glendive  60 

Bigfork  4 

Charlo  13 

Billings  66 

Bozeman  62 

Billings  64 

Belgrade  21 

Three  Forks  7 

Butte  15 

Colstrip  37 

Helena  12 

Great  Falls  71 

Great  Falls  11 

Shepherd  14 

Great  Falls  47 

Glasgow  35 

Kalispell   40 

Helena  19 

Billings  35 

Scobey  44 

Clancy  72 

Kalispell   63 

W  Yellowstone  62 

Belgrade  39 

Wisdom  31 

Glendive   21 

Townsend  8 

Dagmar  50 

Lincoln  64 

Worden  18 

East  Helena  69 


Name  Grade 

Hertz,  Doug  4 

Higgs,  Danielle  10 

Hillier,  Jeremiah  8 

Hinderer,  Steve  12 

Hoffer,  Melissa  11 

Holden,  Janelle  12 

Holloway,  Kate  5 

Holmes,  Angela  8 

Hout,  Barbara  4 

Humphrey,  Luke  5 

Huseby,  Rebecca  12 

Hyslop,  Scott  5 

Jacobsen,  Jenna  8 

Jelacie,  Alana  12 

Jenkins,  Leane  8 

Jensen,  Josh  7 

Johnson,  Laura  7 

Johnson,  Carrie  7 

Johnson,  Virginia  4 

Jones,  Elissa  6 

Kaleczyc,  John  2 

Keating,  Maggie  4 

Kills  Night,  Adrian  11 

King,  Amber  3 

Kirby,  Kerianne  6 

Kirkpatrick,  Gretchen  ..  10 

Knox,  Rita  11 

Kolczak,  Erin  7 

Kottke,  Nate  12 

Krier,  Dillon  1 

Kunder,  Karina  6 

Kusler,  Melissa  7 

Larson,  Jessi  8 

Lauden,  Jesse  3 

Lay,  Craig  4 

Lechner,  Emily  4 

Leep,  Andrea  9 

Leland,  Heather  7 

Lesman,  Ryan   6 

Linanon,  Nicole  10 

Lindburg,  Ryan  11 

Luther,  Jackie  8 

Markov,  Maritza  9 

Matte,  Sky  10 

McCarvel,  Katie  10 

McCulloch,  Katie  4 

Meldahl,  Holly  7 

Menz,  Gale  10 

Middleton,  Chris  6 

Mitzel,  Julie  12 

Moore,  Kate  12 

Morigeau,  Charles  7 

Morrison,  Nona  8 

Murphy,  Michelle  12 


City  Page 

Charlo  13 

Nashua  30 

W  Yellowstone  69 

Culbertson  8 

Helena  34 

Valier  46 

Bozeman  11 

Shepherd  14 

Sunburst  5 

Great  Falls  25 

Circle  81 

Butte  47 

Billings  61 

Billings  70 

Great  Falls  75 

Dagmar  26 

Kalispell   25 

Seeley  Lake  17 

Clancy  72 

Lincoln  67 

Helena  10 

Clancy  73 

Colstrip  62 

East  Helena  47 

Great  Falls  67 

W  Yellowstone  76 

Bigfork  56 

Great  Falls  18 

Billings   61 

Lincoln  57 

Medicine  Lake  41 

Butte  80 

Helena  8 

Clancy  7 

Billings  76 

Bozeman  1 

Manhattan  1 

Butte  34 

Hungry  Horse  15 

Park  City  60 

Great  Falls  41 

Cut  Bank  24 

W  Yellowstone  75 

Dodson  52 

Helena   55 

Billings   4 

Butte  27 

Culbertson  36 

Park  City  77 

Billings  63 

Kalispell   31 

St.  Ignatius  7 

St.  Ignatius  68 

Great  Falls  Cover 
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Name 


Grade  City 


Page 


Name 


Grade  City 


Page 


Murphy,  Jennifer  11   Glendive   42 

Nelson-Daniels,  Neoma  10   Bozeman  5 

Nicholson,  Sam  12  Livingston  43 

Niles,  Jennifer  11   Park  City  71 

O'Bleness,  Ben  9  Lewistown  29 

O'Leary,  Kelsey  1   East  Helena  59 

Odeen,  Rebecca  11   Billings  79 

Olson,  Carrie  Beth  7   Billings   70 

Opheim,  Justin  3   Clancy  11 

Ophus,  Kevin  6   Great  Falls   48 

Otto,  Darci  12  Big  Sandy  53 

Pasha,  Erin  9  Highwood  27 

Pearson,  Alisha  1   Lincoln  57 

Perry,  Danielle  R  6   Bozeman  23 

Pietz,  Angela   5   E.  Helena  42 

Pool,  Ryan  6   Park  City  78 

Powell,  Rebecca  11   Stevensville  24 

Powell,  Meghan  4  Belgrade  41 

Powell,  Rebecca  7   Belgrade  35 

Pratt,  Ben  11   Lewistown  78 

Prescott,  Austin  1   Lincoln  57 

Red  Cherries,  Shana  10   Ashland   44 

Reddies,  Byrdie  11   Glasgow  36 

Reed,  Chris  5  Worden  18 

Richards,  Ryan  11   Willow  Creek  9 

Riddle,  Mark   10   Helena  56 

Rios,  Josey  6   Lincoln  58 

Roberts,  Jon  11   Butte  77 

Robinson,  Brook  12   Bigfork  60 

Roesti,  Camden  2  Butte  73 

Roy,  Breanna  Justine  1   Missoula  58 

Roy,  Chelsea  Dawn   3   Missoula  57 

Ruiz,  Carmelita  11   Billings  79 

Sandcrane,  Sheldon  10   Ashland   45 

Sattler,  Jeff  5   Wolf  Creek  2 

Sauer,  Toby  7   Lewistown  10 

Saul,  Dawn  10   W  Yellowstone  65 

Schaake,  Jessica  5   Harlowton  28 

Schillo,  Josh  6   Great  Falls   33 

Schlegelmilch,  Elliot  9   Bozeman  25 


Schlosser,  Tyler  2   Glendive   14 

Schmidt,  Alison  8  Missoula  12 

Schultz,  Kasha  8  Helena  26 

Sheehy,  Jessica  3  Big  Sandy  78 

Siegmund,  Carl  4  Clancy  62 

Simpson,  Jason  12  Kalispell  65 

Small,  Wendy  3   Huntley  Project  20 

Smith,  Ben  12   Lewistown  51 

Smock,  Billie  Jo  6  Lincoln  80 

Snyder,  Shilo  3   Great  Falls  16 

Sorenson,  Ranette  11   Columbia  Falls  38 

Spear,  Rufus  M  10   Ashland  45 

Standi,  Jolene  11   Three  Forks  61 

Stewart,  Jocee  L  10  Ashland  44 

Stewart,  Matthew  2  Great  Falls  3 

Strong,  Justin  12  Kalispell  22 

Stroud,  Coley  2   Billings   2 

Suit,  Jenny  2   Sidney  41 

Swan,  Buck  5   Poison  32 

Tietz,  Renee  8  Missoula  30 

Todd,  Abby  9  W  Yellowstone  74 

Torgerson,  Carolyn  6  Medicine  Lake  18 

Trosper,  Nate  12  Poison  29 

Turgeon,  Jason  12  Billings  65 

Turner,  Veronica  5   Shelby  47 

Walsted,  Chassidy  9  W  Yellowstone  76 

Watson,  Heather  10  Helena  28 

Watts,  Rene  11   Billings  59 

Weinert,  Bryce  7   Great  Falls  48 

Weitz,  Jackie  4   Billings   16 

Wiederrich,  Christina  5   Saco  39 

Wiens,  Bill  2   Helena  16 

Winters,  Leo  1   Havre  48 

Wold,  Alexis  6  Butte  22 

Wolfe,  Gilbert  10   Ashland   45 

Wolff,  Kristi  12   Circle   15 

Wood,  Patricia  12  Great  Falls  6 

Zimny,  Carol  3   Great  Falls  14 

Zumbusch,  Alicia  6   Great  Falls  20 
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1995  INFORMATION  SHEET 


THE  CONCEPT:  SIGNATURES  FROM  BIG  SKY  seeks  to  nurture  a  community  of  young  Montana 
artists  K-12  and  provide  them  with  opportunities  to  both  strengthen  and  showcase  their  talents  of  art 
and  writing.  The  magazine  also  provides  a  tool  for  teachers  that  can  be  used  in  the  classroom, 
emphasizing  the  importance  of  the  arts  in  the  curriculum  and  the  lives  of  our  youth. 

THE  PROJECT:  SIGNATURES  FROM  BIG  SKY,  The  Montana  Student  Literary  I  Art  Magazine,  has 
been  published  since  1991  by  three  educator  groups  (AGATE,  MATELA,  and  MAEA).  In  1993,  the 
Montana  Arts  council  added  writings  from  their  Artists-in-Schools/Communities  program.  It  is 
published  annually  in  the  spring  and  is  now  available  on  a  subscription  basis  to  districts  and  individuals 
at  $5  a  copy,  20  for  $75,  or  30  for  $90. 

THE  ORGANIZATION:  Montana  Association  of  Gifted  and  Talented  Education  (AGATE),  Montana 
Association  of  Teachers  of  English/Language  Arts  (MATELA),  Montana  Art  Educators  Association 
(MAEA),  and  the  Montana  Arts  Council  (Artists-in-Schools/Communities)  join  in  this  effort  with  grants 
having  come  from  the  Montana  Committee  for  the  Humanities,  the  Montana  Arts  Council,  Montana 
Power,  Art  Ortenberg  Foundation  (Liz  Claiborne),  Montana  Magazine,  Great  Falls  Reading  Council,  and 
ArtCraft  Printers  of  Billings.  Educators  and  professionals  from  seven  areas  of  the  state  meet  to  evaluate 
and  select  the  submissions. 

SUBMISSION  OF  WORK:  We  wish  to  encourage  children  to  strive  for  a  product  that  is  good  enough 
for  publication,  which  takes  effort,  discipline  and  care.  We  encourage  teachers  to  work  with  their 
students  in  this  effort.  A  declaration  of  originality  must  be  signed  by  the  student  writer.  Written  work 
should  be  typed,  short  stories  limited  to  3  typed  pages.  Artwork  must  be  black  and  white,  clean  copy, 
8  1/2  x  11.  Reduction  should  be  made  before  sending  to  the  committee.  All  materials  must  be  labeled 
with  the  artist/author's  name,  school,  school  street  address,  town  and  zip,  teacher's  full  name,  and  the 
artist/author's  grade  level.  If  you  wish  material  returned,  include  a  SASE.  The  committees  will  try  to 
write  a  note  of  encouragement/suggestion  on  those  who  wish  returns. 

Submit  work  to  the  person  nearest  your  area  before  February  1,  1995 


Billings: 

(Lit) 

Sherrie  Robertson 

1200  30th  St.  W 

Billings,  MT  59102 

(Art) 

Kate  Morris 

115  Ave. B 

Billings,  MT  59101 

Bozeman: 

(Lit) 

Katy  Paynich 

610  S  7th 

Bozeman,  MT  59715 

(Art) 

Diane  Carroll 

25  Hell's  Canyon 

Twin  Bridges,  MT  59754 

Glasgow: 

(Lit) 

Sam  Kitzenberg 

Glasgow  HS  Box  28 

Glasgow,  MT  59230 

(Art) 

Rod  Barth 

505  N  Meade 

Glendive,  MT  59330 

Great  Falls: 

(Lit) 

Randi  Graves 

136  Skyline  Dr.  NE 

Great  Falls,  MT  59404 

(Art) 

Terry  Thall 

249  17th  Ave.  NW 

Great  Falls,  MT  59404 

Helena: 

(Lit) 

Dale  Waniata 

1015  Missoula  Ave. 

Helena,  MT  59601 

(Art) 

Gail  Graham 

7  David  Court. 

Helena,  MT  59601 

Missoula: 

(Lit) 

Greg  Lenihan 

Hellgate  H.S. 

Missoula,  MT  59801 

(Art) 

Carla  Hammill 

1106  26th  Ave. 

Missoula,  MT  59801 

Poison: 

(Lit) 

Mac  Swan 

Ill  4th  Ave.  E 

Poison,  MT  59860 

(Art) 

Jim  Nesladek 

111  4th  Ave.  E 

Poison,  MT  59860 

Other  Questions: 

JanC.  Hahn  MT  OPI  Helena,  MT  59620  444-3714 

Shirley  M.  Olson  928  4th  Ave.  Laurel,  MT  59044  628-7063 

Fran  Morrow  MT  Arts  Counncil  -  316  N  Park  -  252  Helena,  MT  59620  444-6430 
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